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Around Town. 


A friend of mine in criticising what appeared | 


on the front page last week regarding the 
Jesuits’ Estates Bill, pointed out the fact that I 
said nothing against the Protestants of Quebec 
whose silence had been purchased by a paltry 
subsidy of $60,000. ‘‘I agree with you,” said 
he, ‘*‘in demanding the entire separation of 
Church and State and 
educational system from 
priests. 


the influence of 


fear. 
from clerical influence of every kind. The 
Methodist priests, Baptist priests, Presbyterian 
and Episcopalian priests, all seem more or less 
anxious to turn our educational institutions 
into Sunday schools, and my experience of them 
is that while they are individually earnest 


and self-sacrificing men as a body, they are | 
hier- | 


almost as intolerant as the Catholic 
erchy. If we are to teach religion in the 
public school we shall ruin the school without 
aiding education or in any spiritual way bene- 
fiting the scholars, 
of Christianity are the same in the Catholic 
and Protestant churches, but no 
can confine himself to these while children ask 
questions and so many creeds provide so many 
different answers. It is not asking too 


much of the clergymen and parents that a 
portion of eaeh school.day remaining to the 
child after secular education has been attended 
to, with additional tine on Saturdays and Sun- 
days, be devoted by the parents or preachers to 
laying the foundation of religious belief and 
spiritual understanding. If any attempt is 
made to do this in the public schools I can 
understand that it will make separate schools 
absolutely necessary, not only to Catholics, but 
to Methodists, Baptiste, Anglicans and Presby- 
terians. The public school system should afford 
only that education upon which all the people 
can unite as being without prejudice to any re- 
ligious doctrine, I have no faith in the liberality 


or toleration of any corporation of clergymen, | 


whether it be the Roman Catholie hierarchy 
or the Ministerial Association.” 


*’ «* 


The gentlemen who were so anxious ta have 
$130,000 spent on Jarvis street would only be 
¢eonsistent if they made a struggle against the 
erectiowof poles on that thoroughfare. 
the Fire and Gas Committee are trying to 
arrange for underground wires, but in the 
meantime while preparations are being made 
for the most expensive roadway and stone side- 
walk, the Electric Light Company proceed with 

mpunity to disfigure a street which is exceed- 
ingly hand:ome and is about to be made ex- 
eeedingly expensive. The committee of resi- 


dents who have been doing so much should do 


a little more and see why the city ordinances 
are being laughed at by the Electric Light Com- 
pany. All the pavements and sidewalks on 
earth won't make the street look beautiful if 
there is a network of wires above the trees and 
enormous and unsightly poles in front of the 
houses, 
e*e 

I presume the Globe is correct and entirely 

disinterested when it remiuds the seething 
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the removal of our | 
I am a Protestant—a Methodist—but | 
yet I thoroughly comprehend that the Catholic 


priesthood is not the only one we have to | 
Our public schools should be entirely free | 


The fundamental principles | 


teacher | 


Hi) 


} 


Protestant population of this province that it 
| is not yet too late to have the Jesuits’ Estates 
Bill disallowed. For the information of those 
who do not read the Globe I will quote a por- 
tion of the paragraph: ‘The bill has not been 
allowed and cannot be allowed by the Governor 
General or his advisers; but it may be dis- 
allowed by the Governor-General at any time 
before next August.” This is valuable infor- 
mation as it shows that something may yet be 
accomplished by agitation. 
best Protestants did not begin agitating until 
they felt sure that it was too late to be of any 


enough may be embarrassing, and we may have 
the pleasure of seeing them-walk backwards 


as gracefully as they know how. To those who 
are in earnest it is good news, and to those 
who wear the yellow flower of a Protestant 
life it should mean that they have got to get 


shoes and accept brass money. 
* 

I notice that my esteemed friend and fellow 
missionary, ex-Mayor Howland, is being re- 
viewed somewhat sharply because during his 
term of office he forgot that he was only 
the Mayor and not the Council and en 


+ 


is 





I find | 


tire Corporation. There a 


| air of mystery surrounding the charges which 


have been made that he, on his personal re 


AN 


sponsibility, assisted by the City Engineer— | his party harm. 
| the Prison Reform Association deserves atten- 
tion. 


whose intentions may be good, but whose 
backbone is limber enough fora shoe-string— 


handed over to the Canadian Pacific Railway a ; 


section of the town which was no more his to 
give than itis mine. The gentlemen who are 


mixed up in this thing tell stories which are so | 


significantly contradictory that the general 
public have nothing to do but to wait till they 
are liquidated by an investigation of some 
sort. In the meantime I won’t go back on 
William until I know he is worse than I think 
he is, but it must be admitted that he is jogg- 
ing in very hard luck as far as acquiring any 
additional reputation is concerned. 


* * 


The Ontario Branch of the 
Association has been in session 


Prison Reform 
during the 


| past week, and the urbane gentlemen who pre- 


side over the county jails of this province have 
been telling one another how insufficient the 
accommodations are for the prisoners, and 
possibly may have mentioned among them- 
selves how insufficient a salary is paid the 
jailer. However, high moral grounds are the 
site of their encampment and righteous enough 
are their complaints that a county jail is an 


officially. 
not only in Canada but in the United 
States, that the county jail does not provide 
sufficient accommodation for the classification 
of prisoners. The lad arrested for stealing 
apples roams in the same corridor with the 
confirmed horse-thief and the beast who is 
imprisoned for criminal outrage. The home- 
less girl, placed within the walls because the 





authorities think she may go astray, there 
makes the acquaintance of the hardened pros- 
titute and the drunken hag. As reformatories 
they are a most distinguished failure; as 
| breeders of vice and the hot-bede of criminal 
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A number of our | 
use, and now the discovery that it is still early | 
and endeavor to dodge off dangerous ground | 


up and hustle or else hereafter wear wooden | 
| state of aifairs, and in the neantime Bro. Mowat 


| improbable. 
| a policy which would 
| spend a little money 
considerable | 


| sary reform. 


exceedingly unprofitable place to occupy—un- | 
It has long been a public scandal, | 
| our Parliament concerning Canada making her | 


2 


= 





They 
and 
The 

which 


contagion, they are an eminent success. 

are partially controlled by the counties 
partly by the Provincial Government. 
County Council, with that liberality 
characterizes all its acts, takes good care that 
no money is spent on sanitation or improve- 
ment of the jail, ard religiously fights against 
its enlargement, utterly reckless of the evil 
results of its parsimony. The shrieking ma- 
niac, the *‘softy,” the hardened criminal, the 
youthful delinquent are there herded together, 
that a few dollars may be saved. The Govern- 
ment appoints the jailer, ana practically nom 
inates the turnkey, and the combined result is 
that while a clergyman may look after the 
spiritual welfare of the prisoners once a week, 
the devil—somewhat restrained perhaps by 
the jailor and his assistants---superintends 
their condition during the balance of the 
period, I am glad to know that the 
Government has indicated its intention 
of appointing a committee to examine into the 


will give it his earnest consideration. That 
the Government will compel the counties to 
increase their jail accommodation I fear 
Mr. Mowat would be afraid that 
force the counties to 
would do him injury, 
afraid that 
point where 


much 
the 


and [ 
tianity 


am 
stops 


very 


at insistence 


| upon righteous principles might do him and 


IMPUDENT 


To-morrow will be Prison Sunday, when 
our zealous clergymen will have an oppor- 
tunity of urging from their pulpits this neces- 
Having done this they, in com- 
mon with the rest of us, will feel that their 
duty has been done until Prison Sunday of 1890. 
oe 

The announcement that Sir Charles Tupper 
is about to leave 
| visit to Canada makes me suspect the possi- 
bility of a general election oecurring before 
| 1890. I am not in the confidence of the Govern- 
ment, but it certainly appears to me that a 
| good general, who has the privilege of nomin- 


ating the time of attack, could not select, than | 


the present, a more favorable opportunity of 
| giving battle. The Grits are so thoroughly 
disorganized that if they are spared a campaign 
they will have to thank the over-confidence 


of the alministration for time enough to get | 
themselves into shape, though they should not | 


| feel flattered by the sentiment which practi- 


ealiy holds them in such contempt that their | 


| reorganization is considered impossible within 
| the next year. ‘ 

+ 
. * 


The London Jimes, referring to the debate in 


|own commercial treaties, views the matter 
| much more seriously than those of us who have 


| heard the same proposal for many years, and | 


| know that it is nothing more than a little froth 
stirred up on the surface of very flat beer. It 
is not significant of any special feeling or 
unusual agitation. It finds no response outside 
of the hearts of an expectant few who have 
been waiting with growingdespair for a chance 
to get into office. I believe most sincerely in 
| the right of Canada to make her own commer- 
| cial treaties, or at least have a controlling voice 


fot 
is | 


his Chris- 


a 1880. TEams: { 


| in the making of them, This I 
| be accomplished under Imperial 
and if Canada is especially anxious fora sea‘ 
in the treaty-making council, she can have it, 
and I believe that iess than five years 
| sh2 will have it, and every other colony will 
it, that Imperial Federation will 
In the meantime, as a party 
It won’t make votes 


believe would 


Federation, 


within 
have and 
bring it about, 
cry there is nothing in it. 
for the Liberal party, and it wont bring the 
treaty-making power a half-inch closer than it 
| now is. 


Talking about Imperial Federation, permit 
me to draw your attention to Lord Rosebery’s 
excellent and entertaining address which is 
printed on the third page of SAturDAY NIGHT. 
Don't be scared away from it because it is long 
and appears to be solid, it is really interesting, 
and as the utterance of one of Gladstone's lead 
ing supporters and one of the most popular 
British politicians it deserves more than pass 
ing attention. It was delivered in Edinburgh 
some little time ago but that does not decrease 
its value; I imagine that it has been little read 
in this country. For my own part I have been 

in the habit of sneering at Imperial Federation 
;as a “fad” and not until a solicitous friend 
took pity on my ignorance 
days to showing me where I was wrong did I 


and devoted a few 


| begin to see in this theory the most splendid 


future for Canada. Now I believe if we work 


PUPPY. 


| with a rapidity which will astonish our neigh- 


England for a two months’ 


bors to thesouthof us. Those who are anxious 


to hear the matter thoroughly and eloquently | 


discussed should go and hear Mr. Parkin in 
Association Hall this (Saturday) evening. Mr. 
Parkin, who is a thorovgh Canadian, born ona 
| New Brunswick farm: educated, yet 
| thoroughly cultured, having supplemented his 
Canadian degree by an Oxford course 
unceasing travel and study, is well-known in 
England, and is on his way to Australia at the 


self 


invitation of the league there to present the 


case as a well-informed Canadian sees it. 


7 

a commercial traveler or solicitor of 
any sort calls on merchant who does not 
| iatend to buy his goods, an 
| luncheon or ‘*to come out and have a bottle,” 
jis always refused by self-respecting men, 
unless there is a strong personal friendship 
which, rather than a desire for gain, is supposed 
to prompt the invitation. If the United States 
Congress shoul’ vote $150,000 or $200,009 to give 
| Canadian members of Parliament a trip through 
| the United States, our self-respect would be 
; shown and the absence of that predatory 
| instinct which causes the cheap man to hunt 
for alunch route rather than pay a hotel bill 
if our representatives unanimously 
decline the invitation. It will do our neighbors 
good, if they vote a couple of hundred 
| thousand dollars for a lunch and guzzle, 
and our people gently but firmly refuse 
to officially eat and drink with those 
who have declared their sinister intention 
of either capturing our country, or seizing 
the fisheries off our coasts. To accept an 
invitation under such circumstances would 
write us down a nation of free-lunchers unless 
we returned the compliment and invited their 


When 
& 


proven, 


Atngie Copies, Se. 
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| accepted 


and | 


invitation to } 


7 
- 
I have been reading 


Whole No. 65 


with us, and we are not 
spread the table for a surprise 
of all let be 
neighborly. d, hospitable but for 
heavens sake don’t let us sponge: let us avoid 
any of being willing to eat the 
crumbs that fall from Yankeedom’stable. We 
have plenty to eat to Bet ter 
consume our porridge sweetened by self-respect 


Congress over to eat 
to 
that 


prepared 


party sort. Sy means us 


good-nature 
appearance 
and 


spare, 


than drink their wine soured by the sensation 


| that we are getting a square meal at the ex- 


pense of our manhood. Canada is no tramp, 


| standing red nosed and suppliant at the kitchen 


of We 


blessed in basket and store, and it would be ar 


window an opulent neizhbor. are 
everlasting shame if a single Canadian official 
thoroughly 
understanding that it is the 


election day scheme of “I treat you and you 


Unele Sam’s ‘treat,’ 


as we all must, 


vote for me.” 


2 
* - 


we k 


liberal-minded 
and 


before last and 


I met nowu and 
man, 


throughout Ontario, the night 


a 


well-known in this city 


clergy 
he said ‘‘I was glad to see you take hold of the 
Jesuits’ Estates Bill, and it pleased me most of 
all to see it done in a liberal spirit. This is not 
a question of Protestant against Catholic: it is 
not 2a Ontario Quebec: 
it is a question of the citizen of Canada against 
the man who is not acitizen of Canada, I can- 
not vote here unless I take the cath of allegi 


juestion of against 


The Ladies Pictorial 


om 


However, the good work of { out our possibilities on this line that prosperity | ance and if 1 can't vote without taking the 
and an increase of population will come to us | 
| being considered a Protestant fanatic that no 
| money should be voted to those who in this 


oath of allegiance I believe [ can say without 


} *.? . ~ 
country refuse to accept the citizenship of Can 
| 


{ada but openly profess their allegiance® to 
| Rome. Itisa question of citizenship, my dear 
fellow, and what should more nearly 
| home tousthan that?” I wish all our preachers 
and Canadians would put it that As 
Cap'n Cuttle would say, ‘There is an opinion 


come 


way. 


, as is ar opinion.” 


a 
. « 


In this connection I would like to call atten 
| tion to the notice given by Mr. Trudel, member 
| of the Quebec Assembly for Champlain and a 
| leading Nationalist, that he will introduce a 
| bill petitioning Her Majesty the Queen to 
| all the influence at her command to 
temporal power to the Vatican. 
rrudel’s nerve indicates the strength 
| “unrestricted” Catholic opinion which 
| he reckons behind the man who 
willing slave of the Church in the Legis 
lature. The motion, I imagine, means nothing 
| but an attempt to make Mercier still more 
| solid with the hierarchy. The restoration of 
| temporal power to the Pope in Italy is as un 
likely as that I will-be chosen as the next Cana- 
| dian Cardinal. I know of no place where the 
| temporal power of the Pope would be tolerated 
| in the old-fashioned sense except in Quebec it- 
self, and I haven’t the siightest doubt but the 
| Province of Quebec would be willing to vote five 
| or ten million dollars to bring the Vatican to 
Montreal, and if such a subsidy were granted I 
feel quite sure that some of the honorable gentle 
men who represent Ontario and Protestantism 
in the House of Commons would not dare to 
| get up and move for its disallowanee, 


use 
| restore 
Mr. 
of 


is is the 


poor Selina Delaro's 
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novel Bella-Demonia in the last 
Lippincott’s. 
of that dramatic effect 
stage. 


novel 


the mimetic 
that this 
who was the 
a shadow, the 
it is so full of Ouida 
The 


her old power on 
can hardly believe 
written by a woman 
of a deadly disease, 
relic of a great actress 
like suggestiveness and virility. 


se 


in which women representing the African, 
Asiatic and Caucasian races will be competitors 
f handsome prizes, the first of which 


for 
T 


ery 


will be &6 


00. 


I confess I would go a considerable distance to 


Torontocculd furnish a prize winner. Don. 





Society. 





with 
old homestead The Grange. The party con- 
sisted of Mr. and Mrs. Nordheimer, Mr. and 
Mrs. Percival Ridout and Miss Crooks. After 
luncheon Mde. Albani Gye and Mr. Gye 
drove to Mr. Noraheimer’s elegant residence 
Glenedyth, and then after an hour's cosy chat 
to an afternoon tea at Mrs. Sweny’s. The great 
cantatrice has left the most pleasing impres- 
sion socially, and expressed herself delighted 
with the genial hospitality of her hosts. She 
was much struck with the beauty of the view 


to greater advantage, and on her return to the 
hotel remarked 
shall never forget !”’ 


Mr. Hubert H. Macrae of the firm of Smellie 
& Macrae, was married on Tuesday, at Cobourg, 
to «Miss Elliott, second daughter of Major 
Charles Elliott, one of the oldest residents of 
that place. Rev. James Roy, D.D., officiated. 
The groem was supported Mr. Norman 
Macrae and the bride by Miss Morgan. 
wedding took place at 7.30 a.m., and the happy 
pair took the morning train for New York. 


by 


The president and members of the Sergeant's 
Mess, Queen's Own Rifles, have invited their 
friends to their sixth annual dinner in the 
mess-room on Friday, March i. Mr. Hugh 
M. George is secretary. 

. 


annual ball on Friday evening, March 1, in the 
Town Hall, Newmarket. Capt. John F. Thomp- 
son of Parkdale tells me that the tickets may 
be had of the officers of the battalion. 
. * 
The account of the second annual At Home 
of the Wanderers’ Snowshoe Club is deferred 


till next week. 
Sd 


Miss Meta Lridgeman, whose wedding at 
Lindsay is recorded in another column, will 
be remembered as the daughter of Mrs, 
Bridgeman, who is now the wife of Mr. Wm. 
Hamilton, superintendent of the Waterworks 
Department here. 


A large number of the members and officials 
of the Local Legislature dined at Government 
Housa, on Wednesday evening last, Feb- 
ruary 20, Following is the list of guests 
present: Hon, Oliver Mowat, Mr. James E, 
Morin, Mr. Absalom S. Allan, Mr. William 
Garson, Mr. Nicholas Awrey, Mr. William D. 
Balfour, Mr. Thomas Ballantyne, Lt.-Colonel 
Gillmor, Mr, John W. T. Biggar, Mr. Archi- 


role 


Lieut.-Col. Wayling and the officers of the | 
12th Battalion York Rangers will giva.their | 


writer 


‘“‘That was an hour spent I ; 


The | 


| 


number of | 
It isa rarely exciting story, full 
and the posing of 
characters in tableaux which reminds me of 
One 
was 
victim 
dying | 


of it was dead before the story appeared, and 
I remember reading her half defiant, and yet 
pathetic interview in which she wondered how 
the ties would take it, but the voice of 
those who praise or censure her story cannot 
reach her now. The fame of ber story may 
bring a harvest of money to her publishers; 
it can be nothing to her. 
e"« 
Mr Nicholas Awrev s motion in our Legisla 
ture to deny the ordinary grant to tl Provin 
ial | iibition was timely, and though it did 
not result in a refusal to squanc y mo 
money on this financial failure, v ire | 
, ] t he last 4 ' f its 
ri ple g ul exhil 
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pu schools to on of 
for uking ar for fee is No 
a ( rman school they feach some 
t hn les the language of the fathe 
I an he atechisn they have n 
t ess to acon a the pup experse fh 
ge but Englis] If they 1 1 German 
st let them have it at eir own expense; 
French want French schools let them 
pa or hen out of their ow: purses, 
» has nothing to do with supporting 
schools, and our greatest effort should be 
ssimilate our foreign population rather 
o perpetuate race differences. There is 
no more eff ual wav to keep such differences 
han by sacrificing our language and our 
schools to their not unnatural but exceedingly 
imprope r desire to make them French or Ger- | 
ma hough France and Germany have been | 
left ds of miles behind. 
« 


\ beauty show is to be held at Paris in April | 


How thoroughly Parisian this | 
- is and yet Ihave no doubt it will be one of the | 
mo-t attractive features of their Exposition. | 


see the show myself, and feel right sure that | 


from Glenedyth which, perhaps, never showed | 


| Knowles, for the negative, argued clearly and 
| concisely against the Celestials; then Mr. Frank 


| took advantage of the 


Last Sunday afternoon Mde, Albani lunched | 


Mrs. Goldwin Smith in that charming | 





| 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


unless one intended to participate in the | availed themselves of the good sleighing and 


bald Bishop, Mr. Thomas Blezard, Mr. John 
Fell, Mr. Wm. C. Caldwell, Mr. John Dryden, 
Mr. James Clancy, Mr. James C. Dance, Sergt.- 
at-Arms Glackmeyer, Mr. Ek. F. Clarke, Mr. H. 
E. Clarke, Mr. Thos. D. Craig, Mr. Charles J. 
| Campbell, Assist. Receiver-General; Dr. Jas. 
McMahon, Mr. Thomas Murray, Mr. Samuel 
Armstron’, Mr. F. J. French, Mr. John, B. 
| Freeman, Hon. C. F. Fraser, Mr° W. R. Mere 
dith, Mr. C. C, Field, Mr. Sveaker Baxter, Mr, 

Robert Ferguson, Mr. John Blyth, Mr. Erskine 





Hi. Bronson, Mr. Alfred Evanturel, Mr. Ken 
| neth Chisholin, Mr. Elisha J, Davis, Mr. Charles 
Clarke, Hon. John Gibson, Mr. Wa!ter M. 


Vir. James Conmee, Mr. David Creizhton, 


‘Ir. John G. Cruess, 


rick 


. 


warm culogy 


As I list Allan’ 


* womanly virtues and beauty ot charac 


‘ned to Senator 


ter Lis such a distinguishing trait in our 
fail untrvwoman, Madame Albani, one could 
no Ip thinking that after all the stage is not 
‘th a bad 1K and that, in spite of all that 
is said, it rest ultogether with ourselves to 
ywble whatever we untertake. It is mar 
vellous uel t comparative few 
ver attain the high 7 ion she has so de- |! 
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G ymn’s At Hlome h ‘ 
was a very delightful « Music and cards 
he ord of the evening 
* 
Mrs. George Chapman of Rosedale gave 
party Tuesday evening in honor of her daugh- 
t s Dit hday 


* 


1 Creighton’s tall and stately form is 





again seen among us after an absence of some 


months. He leaves for British Columbia ina | 
few d Lvs. 
* 
Miss Millie Lfillie’s party on Monday evening | 
was a great success, owing to the combined 
efforts of Mr. Paul Jarvis and the inimitable 


Mr. Joe Hughes, who really ought to be a pro- 


fessional comedian. 


* 
The would be 


much more enjoyable affair were there less of a 


University Conversazione a 


crowd, for in other respects the arrangements | 


are perfect, and the musical part has not lost 
its reputation and always promises the best 


music, 
* 


Miss Mason and Miss Birdie Mason of 
Barrie have been visiting at Mr. R. H. Temple's 


of Grosvenor street. 
* 


The past week was a very quiet one socially, 

* 
As announced last week, Mrs, Nairn, 355 
Jarvis street, gives an At Home on Monday 


evening. 
* 


Mrs. Hugh Scott was At Home on Friday 


| night to nearly two hundred of her friends. 


* 

Among the numerous sleighing parties that 
beautiful moonlight 
nights last week, that of the masters and 
boys of the Toronto Church School was cer- 
tainly one that seemed to secure the maximum 
amount of enjoyment obtainable from this 
wintersport. Starting from the school house at 
the corner of St. Joseph and St. Vincent streets 
with a party of about fifty, in a four-horse van, 
having in its train a number of bobs, which 
were also fully manned, and with sundry 
plethoric baskets of provisions it proceeded to 
Lambton Mills, where for about three hours 
they made the most of che splendid coasting. 
The midnight hour saw the merry party on its 
homeward way. 


The entertainment at Osgoode Hall on Wed- 
nesday evening, by the Osgoode Literary and 
Legal Society, scored an unqualified success. 
The Hon. Mr. Justice Maclennan took the chair 
promptly on time, and on the platform with 
him were Mr. Huson Murray, Mr E. E. A. Du 
Vernet, and Mr. J. W. Boswell. The pro- 
ceedings began with a musical selection, fol- 
lowed by the recital of the Last Days of Her- 
culaneum, rendered in masterly style by Mr, 
EK. Ek. A. Du Vernet. Then followed the debate 
on the resolution, ‘‘ That Chinese immigrants 
should be admitted into Canada on equal terms 
withimmigrantsfromother nations,’ Mr. Frank 
Pedley led for the affirmative advancing strong 
arguments to sustain his position. Mr. James 


L. Webb took up the cudgels in their behalf 
and was followed by Mr. C. D. Scott, who 
closed the argument. It was a most interest- 
ing and instructive debate, and the marked 
ability with which the four gentlemen handled 
the subject delighted their audience and 








dancing his room was decidedly preferable to 
his company. After a serious struggle through 
the crowded hallway, in a brief glance, as posi 
tions were being taken for the lancers, I 
noticed the following: Mrs. Maule and 
party, Mrs. Galbraith and party, the Misses 
Bayley, the Misses Scott, Miss Christie, Miss 
Richardson, Miss Fietcher, Miss Thompson, 
Miss Inee, “Miss Fuller, Miss Hannaford, 
Miss Rathbun, the Misses Smith, Miss Steene. 
Members of the Osgoode Literary and Légal 





selves upon having secured one of the most 


brilliant successes of the season. 

* 
| The Trinity conversazione on ‘Thursday even- 
ing was a splendid success. 
that the arrangements were good, the music 


was good, the programme good. and that every 


Society can certainly justly congratulate them- | 


By this I mean | 


| 





thing passed off in the most delightful manner, | 


which spoiled 


the 


a crush, 
sp vil 


there 
but 


was 
it did 
rhe 


number of invitations,and the « 


True, 


3 . t 
dancing, 


pleasure 
-the 


not 


being there. committee cut down 


rder was issued 
a card, but when i 
cathe 


thy 


without 
the 


more than usually selec 


to admit no one 


was understood that ring was to 
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tations began and the result was a grand crush, 
W hat does it matter, however,if one is crowded, 
the elbow which is unceremoniously inserted 
in one’s vest is withdrawn with such ap 
polo hat offense cannot be taken, I have 
) in oO a more representative 
herin 3 y in its broadest sense than | 
i inity on Thursday night. ‘The 
I ») was there and more! Intellec 
wealth ¢ mbition were represented. The 
best people of Toronto, both socially and other 
wise, did honc othe A/ina Mater of many of 
Ontario’s cleverest men. I will leave h 
music ! cramime to the criticism of Meti 
me. for I confess I did not hear much of it, 
d felt rather sorry for he singers: th 
was so gr that in the back part of 
the hal ne could hear nothing Ih was 
ood I knew, for those on the programm ie 
er naworthy f prai N week I wil 
leal with the affair at greater length, to her 


with a few thumb-nail sketches. lollowing is 


2 partial list of those present: Hon. G, W. and 


Mrs. Allan, Mr. and Mr. Armstrong, Mrs. 
arkle, Mr. and Mrs, bk. D Armour, Mr. and 
the Misses Mercer Adam, Mr. and Mrs. J. R. 
Armstrong, the Misses Armstrong, Mr. and | 
Mrs. F. A. Acland, Rev. A. J., Mrs. and Miss 


Broughall, Mr. H. and Miss Bethune, Mr., Mrs. | 


and Miss Brough, Mr. and Mrs. Melfort Boul- 


ton, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Banting, Mr. and Mrs. | 


and Miss Boultbee, Miss 
Miss Mr. 


W. Boaltbee, Mr. A. 


Dr., Mrs. and Burnham, 


Beck, 
Misses Boulton, Messrs: H. and A, Boulton, 
Mr. and Mrs. Barlow Cumberland, Mr. and 
| Miss Cartwright, Miss Campbell, Rev. J. D. 
and Mrs. Cayley, Mr. and Mrs. Cosby, the 
| Misses Cox, Dr. and Mrs. Cameron, Mr, Ken- 
neth Cameron, Rey. Charles and Mrs. Darling, 
| Rev. Dr. and Mrs. Davies, Mr. A. M. Dymond, 
Mr. and Mrs. Delamere Mr. and Misses Dalton, 
Rev. Canon and Mrs. DuMoulin, Miss and Mr. 
P. DuMoulin, Col. G. T., Mrs. and the Misses 
Denison, Mr. and Mrs. Edwardes, Mr. Justice, 
Mrs. and Florence Ferguson, Mr. and Mrs. T. 
R. Fuller, Miss Fuller, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur EF, 
Fisher, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Featherstonhaugh, 
Dr. and Mrs. Grasett, Mr. and Mrs, H. V. 
| Greene, the Misses Grand, Dr., Mrs. and the 
Misses Geikie, Col. and Mrs. Grasett, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. D. Gamble, Mrs. and Miss Gregory, Mr. 
Gamble Geddes, Miss Isabel Grier, Mr, and Mrs. 
Grier, Mr. Olivgr Howland, Rev. R., Mrs. and 
Miss Harrison, the Messrs. and Miss Heward, 
Miss Williams, Mr. and Mrs. Maclean Howard, 
the Misses Howard, Mr. and Miss Horrocks, 
Capt., Mrs. and Miss Hooper, Mr. and Mrs. 
Alfred Hoskin, Miss Hoskin, Mr. and Mrs, 
Elmes Henderson, Mr. and Mrs. Hilton, the 
Misses Harris, Mr,, Mrs. and the Misses 
Ince, Mr. J. Ince, Rev. C. L. and Mrs, Inglis, 
Mr. and Mrs. Clarkson Jones, Mr. Beverley 
Jones, Mr. Frank Jones, Mr. George Jones, 
Mrs. and the Misses Kirkpatrick, the Misses 
Kemp, Mr. and Mrs. and the Misses Lockhart, 
the Misses Larned, Captain and Mrs, Law, 








proved how thoroughly well versed they were 
with that, at present, very important topic. 
A show of hands gave the majority to the 
negative. Mr. Frank L. Webb followed with a 
neatly turned speech, in which he con- 
gratulated Mr, Justice Maclennan’ upon 
his promotion to the bench, and also 
tendered the sincere thanks of the society 
for his kindness in presiding. A musi- 
cal selection exhausted the programme, the 
hall was speedily cleared for dancing, and 
by eleven o'clock the floor was crowded to its 
fullest capacity. Affairs of this kind are so 
popular in Toronto, that there is sure to be a 
crush, and this was no exception. It was a 
thoroughly representative gathering of Toronto 
society, and that the ladies attached due im- 
portance to it was proved by the brilliant array 
of handsome costumes. To obtain a complete 
list of those present was an impossibility, for 





Miss and Mr. A. Langmuir, Major and 
Mrs. Leigh, the Messrs. and the Misses Light- 
bourn, Mr. and Mrs. and the Misses Laing, 
Mr. and Mrs, D'Alton McCarthy, Miss Mc- 
Carthy, Mr. and Mrs. Huson Murray, Mr. A. 
H. and the Misses Murray, Mr. and Mrs, Gor- 
don Mackenzie, Mrs. and the Misses Monk, 
Mrs. and the Misses Morgan, Dr. and Mrs. 
Machell, Mr. and the Misses Marling, Mr. and 
Mrs. Henry Moffatt, Lt.-Col. Mr., Mrs. and Miss 
Milligan, Capt and Mrs. Macdonald, Mrs. and 
the Misses Morson, Mrs. Mellish, Mr. Justice, 
Mrs. and the Misses Morgan, Miss Macmahon, 
Bishop of Niagara and the Misses Hamilton, 
Mr. and Mrs. S. Nordheimer, Rev. George 
Nattress, Mrs. Neville and young ladies, 
Colonel, Mrs. and Miss Otter, Mr. and Mrs, 
Henry O’Brien, Miss and Mr. A. H. O,Brien, 
Mr. and Mrs. I.. R. O’Brien, Mr. Justice, 
Mrs. and the Misses Osler, Dr., Mrs. and Miss 
Palmer, the Misses Proudfoot, Miss and Mr. 
H. Parsons, Mr. C. J. Patterson, Mr. and Mrs. 
Percival, Rev. T. W. Patterson, Hon, and Mrs, 
Beverley Robinson and Miss Robinson, Dr. 
Ryerson, Mr. and Mrs. D. B. Read, Mr. Walter 
and the Misses Read, Mr. E. C. and the Misses 
Rutherford, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Ridout, Mr. E. 
G. Rykert, Mr. and Mrs. Charles Riordon, 
Dr. Crawford Scadding, Mr. and Mrs, J. F. 
Smith, Mr. Grant Stewart, Miss Small and the 
Messrs. Small, Mrs. and Miss Mabel Sullivan, 
Mr. and Mrs. Goldwin Smith, Mr., Mrs. and 
the Misses Strickland, Dr. and Mrs, Snelling, 
the Misses and Mr. Hugh Larratt Smith, 
Dr. and Mrs. Strathy, Mrs. Sybil Seymour, 
Mr. and Mrs. Totton, Dr., Mrs. and Miss 
Temple, Mr. C. A. Temple, Mrs. and Miss 
Towner, the Misses Thomson, Mr. and Mrs. 
J. F. Thomson, Miss Veals and young ladies, 
Rev. A., Mrs. and the Misses Wi.dams, 
Mr. A. J. Williams, Mr. W. Rose Wilson, Mr. 
and Miss Wilkie, Mr. and Miss Wadsworth, 
Mr. and Miss Wyatt, the Misses Wragge, Mr. 
and Mrs. Wyld. 
- 

A successful concert was given last Wednes- 
day evening, at the Eglinton Hall, in aid of 
Canon Osler’s church at York Mills, by a num- 
ber of our local talent. After the concert a 
supper and dance were given. The place was 
crowded to excess, as numbers from Toronto 


| Lawrence Baldwin, Mr. and Mrs. Barwick, the | 





the lovely night to drive out. Miss Ethel Osler 
displayed to advantage a sweet and well. 
trained voice in a pretty Scotch song, and it 
was regretted that she did not sing again. 
She was accompanied by her sister, Miss Isa- 
bel Osler. The Three Little Maids from School 
by Miss Connie Jarvis, Miss Edith Heward and 
Miss May Francis afforded great amusement. 
Mr. Harry Jarvis pleased the audience with 
nis spendid tenor voice, and responded to an 
encore. Miss Geikie’s violin solo was given 
with creat taste, and formed an agreeable fea- 
ture in the programme. The quartette by Mr, 
Lawson’s choir was very well rendered. Mr. 
Stuart sang the Irish Christening and the Hat 
My Father Wore in character, and quite con- 
v ulsed the audience with his dancing and con- 


tortions of face and body, Mr. Wilson, who 


| had to play his own accompaniment, sang at 


considerable disadvantage, but was appreci- 
ited, 
o 





Miss Isabel Burke of Montreal has been stay- | 
ing with her grandfather Mr. Thomas Maclear | 


of Wilton avenue, 


* 
Col. Denison of Rusholme gave a large At 
IHome on Thursday last, which was one of the 


best of the season. 
o 


W 


Crown Attorney G 


Badgerow gave a dinner on February 20 at 
their residence, Martineau, Avenue road, to | 
the following gentlemen: Dr. Larratt Smith, 
Col. G. T. Denison, J. B. Freeman, M.PP., 
Ir. John H. Walker, Mr. C. W. Biggar, Dr. 


aT 


Les \} 


Preston, M.PP., H. G. O Connor, 
WwW, D. latthews, C. H. Ritch 
\. MeAnd ew, M.PP., Mr. Ja s Morri- Mir. 


Mr. J. I<. Macdonald, Mr 


1, SLO... ds 
n 


at rite t ’ 
Thomas Tait, in 


Cameron, Mr. A. H. Marsh, Mr. S. RR. Mel<in- 
on, lion. S. C. Wood. and Mr, G. A, Badgerow. 
I S. Hl. Janes has returned, on the SS. 
Fu'da, to Europe to rejoin his family at 
l’.orenece, Where Miss Janes is completing her 


musical studies. Miss Janes was a promising 


| 
Jadgerow and Mrs. 


pupil of our Toronto Conservatory of Music 
and much interest is taken in her progress, 
* 
The increased interest in the West India | 


Islands caused by the excellent address of the 
Hon. John Macdonald before the Toronto Board 
of Trade isdeveloping itself. Mr, A. T. Fulton, 
the consul of France at Toronto, and Mr. Thos, 
N,. Scott of the Dominion Bank sailed on the 
Barracoutra for British Guiana last week, 

* 


Mr, A. Tnornton Todd, the long-time presi- | 


dent of the Toronto Club, has sought the con- | 


genial clime of Bermuda until the opening 
summer enables him to return to his chalet on 
the Island. Mrs. Todd and the Misses Todd 
accompany him, 





| University College Conversazione. 
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The Literary and Scientific Society of Uni- 
versity College were At Home to admiring 
friends Friday, February 15. The occasion was 
the annual conversazione of the society and 
many were the friends that gathered there that 
night. Stern and sombre, the old gray walls 
vaatched silently the scene of merriment within, 

‘* The stars their early vigils keep, 
The silent hours are near 
When drooping eyes forget to weep, 
Yet still we linger here.” 

Those grand old walls! how symbolic they 
seem of learning deep and wit profound. The 
very stones seem to vaunt their firm and endur- 
ing superiority over weak mortal man. I sup- 
pose all of us, graduates and undergraduates 
have felt at one time how pitiful we must seem 
to these cold impervious masses which rear 
their blocks so austerely over our heads, how 
insignificant we have often felt when walking 
down the great stone steps, illuminated by the 
golden sunlight shining through the stained 
glass windows and streaking them crimson, 
gold and blue. 

The Latin inscriptions too,* seem to inspire 
awe, especially in the hour of twilight shadow. 
I wondered vaguely that evening why these 
were all written in Latin; several reasons 
suggest themselves to me. Because it sounded 
more learned, or because it gave the under- 
graduates a chance to translate them on 
conversazione nights to credulous young ladies, 
or lastly because Latin construction is briefer. 
A dozen other reasons suggest themselves, but 
none apparently satisfactory. With a view to 
information I took up my station beside one of 
these inscriptions, and presently a pretty 
freshman and an equally pretty girl came up 
to it. I was so taken up admiring the girls 
sweet face and modest dress (Oh if girls only 
knew how much better they look dressed 
modestly!) that I lost the first part of their 
conversation. When I did overhear, she was 
saying: ‘‘Why was it written in Latin?” 
Then I became interested and listened atten- 
tively to the wise answer I so confidently 
expected. ‘‘Er,” he answered, ‘‘ when it was 
written and put there, don’t you know, every- 
body spoke Latin.” She was quite satisfied, 
and exchanging mutual looks of satisfaction, 
they moved away. 

* Do I sleep’? do I dream ? 
Do I wonder and doubt ¢ 
Are things what they seem, 
Or are visions about ? 
Is our civilization a failure, 
Or is philotogy played out?” 

I suppose the concert ought to be the first 
consideration, although it evidently was the 
last consideration of the entertainment com- 
mittee. It dragged—hopelessly and entirely. 
Oh! that Glee Club! Life is too short to listen 
to it more than once. They sang—and a great 
deal. They all sang; generally at once but 
always in different keys. I shall never forget 
one distinctly minor selection from Tannheuser 
in which the minor key was more than audible. 
The tenors made praiseworthy efforts to all 
produce a like sound, and the first basses sent a 
feeble boom after them at intervals. The 
second basses came to the fore nobly and made 
quite an impression on the decorations. The 
sad strains ended in a wail, or rather in several 
wails of more or less degrevs of melancholy. 
Mrs. Mackelcan was enthusiastically encored 
after her first song, Robaudi’s Alla Stella Con- 
fidente, and responded with a negro melody, to 
which she played her own accompaniment. I 
hardly think Mrs, Mackelcan shows to much 
advantage in ballad singing, she is delightful 
in her forte which is oratorical music. Miss 
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Campbell was politely welcomed, she was gen- 
erally considered to have created a favorable In 
impression. The only trouble was her voice. » \4 on S 
Miss Coleman showed signs of budding t&lent, ) ‘of tl 
Mons. F. Boucher obligingly played several whic 
selections on his violin. I did not hear the the 
second part of the concert. An able-bodied the 
man might have been able to stand it, but being and 
only a woman I could not. the ¢ 
One thing I noticed during the concert, the : 
well 


Many ladies, some old, some young, were too 
late to get a seat, and were forced to stand up 

All around were men, young 
in body but evidently feeble in 
I waited com- 
confidence 


in the aisle. 
men, strong 
courtesy, comfortably seated. 
placently and a touching 
in modern politeness to see them rise grace- 

bow Madam or Miss to her 3 


with 


fully and some 








seat. I waited a long time. I might-still be e 
waiting had I not after an hour come to the 
conclusion that nothing short of an é¢arth- 
quake would move these knights of the nine- 
teenth century. 
I sat esconced in a corner listening to the 
Hungarian Band in the museum, In no other 
part of the building was the contrast of place 
and entertainment greater than here. 
The hideous surroundings of fossils, skele- 
| tons, bones and all the pomp and circumstance 
of grim, unlovely science contrasted with the —(ck 
gaily dressed throng around the pieturesque dive 
| foreigners. Such lovely, lovely music! ‘*The from 
| strains that ring the ravished echoes dumb!” our | 
and so thrown away. Why could we not have platf 
dancing‘ ‘The very bones rattled their frantic (Che 
endeavor to dance, aud the stuffed monkeys spea 
involuntarily turned on their pivots. Why is sider 
all this good music wasted vear after year? spok 
rom { musty archives and dim regions of with 
archeology comes the dread answer ‘‘ The Pres- place 
iden \s I heard an undergraduate contiden- not - 
tially express it: ‘‘He is death on dramatic pres 
clubs, co-education and dancing. mys 
T have been on several occasions great ly dis- I net 
| appoi ited to find out what kind of p ople ‘cared thre 
inmost for mere animal pleasures, After a careful body 
comparison I came to the conclusion that even- Leed 
infg that the staff and students could accom- that, 
plish more in that line than auy other number it. 
of people similariy situated, What is there in some 
learning that makes it most compatible with ; even 
eating? The faculty—to a man-—at all times ; his r 
during the evening were to be found in the ‘ argu 
refreshment room, ; use t 
They are a queer lot, those professors and P, what 
lecturers. Some native, some foreign, some what 
young, and some old. One of them, whose ende 
head looked as if it contained tne culture and the f 
| erudition of ages, but who was attired in the forth 
most atrociously fitting evening dress, talked thec 
| with me for a while. I was talking at the in tl 
same time to one of our society young men, in ever} 
a perfectly made dress suit, faultless in form Fede 
and feature. Wonan-like, I could not help Fede 
|} comparing them. Talk about the triumph of what 
mind over matter! When matter is tailor- will ' 
made, mind is nowhere. Men know this fem- tion | 
inine view of it only too well. Probably this we al 
is why society and literature are generally as vario 
far asunder as the poles, Briti 
During the evening I found myself in the natic 
Senate chamber, turned pro fem into a inicro- of B 
scopic display. I thought, instigated thereto close 
by a fiendish youth, that I should like to look and 
through the microscopes at slices of butter- all th 
flies’ wings and other cheerful objects. I would arec 
give a good deal now to recall that rash wish. great 
The views arc interesting, oh yes! We examined Ihav 
the animal kingdom as set forth in a fig, a ques: 
drop of water, a piece of cheese and several (Chee 
other hitherto charming articles of food. Asa of pu 
bit of natural history it was a delightful study, able 
but as pleasure a distinct failure. I felt sad. the 
I had been—alas, it is now of the past—very good) 
fond of figs. I should like to protest against the 
this form of entertainment. Surely we might Fede 
be left a little longer in ignorance and bliss. ties 
This age is progressing too.quickly. objec 
l always knew, in a vague Way, that Toronto State 
girls were deservedly famed for their beauty, work 
but I don’t think I ever before quite realized say t 
how many or how pretty they are. I liked one can | 
little girl from Moulton College in a blue silk giver 
dress with pretty fair hair hanging down her State 
back, and another, from Miss Neville’s, in pale » muck 
pink, who seemed almost too beautiful to be Euro 
earthly. I did not know their names, but could ¢ Emp 
say, with Holmes, to either : of th 
‘* The sweetest name that mortals bear be ck 
Were best befitting thee.” in co! 
Among the lady undergraduates one little (App 
damsel, with fair hair neatly plaited in two P real ¢ 
, 
long braids and a peach-bloom skin, was a whie 
veritable Marguerite in the flesh. They were geste 
nearly all pretty, bright faced girls and are a learn 
living contradiction to the alleged ill effects of << 
study. Greta, callec 
no re 
Personal. of—(I 
ae schoc 
In a letter received from Mr, R. L, Patterson ties, 
of Messrs. Miller & Richard is gleaned that not | 
he is finding his western trip a rather cold one. their 
Writing from Brandon he says; ‘‘It is only 35 Bay, 
degrees below zero and blowing a blizzard. of th 
Business is good. There was a big fire here a Well 
day or two ago; panies oftice burnt out ; took eee 
order tor a new plant; the finger of Providence, No o1 
don’t you see.” It has to be very cold weather feren 
when the stately R. L. gets left. terna 
A brilliant gathering and impressive cere the q 
mony at the dedication of St. Mary's Church, is not 
Bathurst street, has been so fully described in The v 
the daily papers that nothing is left for me to - tion, 
add, It is certainly a compliment to the Very respe 
Rev. Vicar-Genera! Rooney that so large and ing c 
representative a body of Protestants ar well as (Chee 
Catholics assembled to witness the opening of mere 
his handsome church. Few clergymen are in the 
more popular in Toronto than Father Rooney, 
and it must have been a pleasure to him to see wees 
so many of his triends, regardless of creed, tion c 
gather to do him honor. whol 
The Imperial Federation League in Can come 
ada, invite the public to a meeting to be Durh 
held in Association Hall, on Yonge street, to the ci 
night (Saturday evening) at eight o'clock, city c 
when Mr, Geo. R. Parkin, M.A., of New Bruns- repre 
wick, the distinguished advocate of Imperial is an 
Federation who is about to visit Australia on same 
the invitation of the league there, will deliver says 
an address. Major-General Laurie, M. P., of tweet 
Nova Scotia, and J. W. Long, M. A., president 
of the Peterborough branch, will also speak. equal 
Alexander Cattanach is president, Hon. J. Bev- time 
erley Robinson, Col Geo. T, Denison, Geo. R. ‘ popul 
Cockburn, M. P., J. M. Clarke, Wm. Hamilton o~ 
Merritt, and Jehu Matthews are vice-presi- ‘ wes 
dents. Frederick C, Law, Com. R. N., is non. Now, 








secretary and treasurer.’ The attendance no 


doubt will be large. 
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Imperial Federation---Its Meaning. 


In view of the Imperial Federation meeting 
on Saturday night, which is expected to be one 





‘of the most interesting and important events 


which have been held under the auspices of 
the League of Canada, we present a speech of 
the Earl of Rosebery which defines as briefly 
and entertainingly as possible the objects of 
the association. Those who intend to listen to 
the speeches on Saturday night would do very 
well to read this speech in advance. 

Ladies 
and gentle- 
men: There 
is no meet- 
ing that 
could give 
me greater 
pleasure 
than this 
meeting to 
night. In 
the first 
place, we 
are met to 
advocate a 
sublime 
and a patri- 
otic cause 





EARL ROSEBERY. 
—(cheers)—and, in the next place, it is so 
divested of party politics, so completely apart 
from all politics, that we are privileged to meet 
our political opponents to-night on a common 
platform in urging a great public object. 


(Cheers.) Now, gentlemen, when I come to 
speak of Imperial Federation I am at a con- 
siderable disadvantage, because I have so often 
spoken of it thet I can hardly say anything 
without repeating myself; and, in the next 
place, the subject in itself is so vast that it is 
not very easy to choose which aspect you will 
present to your audience. As to repeating 
myself, I most humbly take it for granted that 
I need not repeat what I said at Leeds about 
three weeks ago. I do not suppose that any- 
body here present has read what I said at 
Leeds. (Laughter.) Still less do I suppose 
that, if they have read it, they remember 
it. (Laughter.) But a public speaker owes 
something to his oratorical conscience, and 
even to his internal organization, that prevents 
his repeating with too shameless a rapidity the 
arguments that he has found it necessary to 
use but a short time ago. If I cannot repeat 
what I said at Leeds, I can at least supplement 
what I said at Leeds in the direction of 
endeavoring to meet some of the criticisms, 
the friendly criticisms, which that speech called 
forth, and filling up, if I may say so, some of 
the chinks, of the many chinks that I left open 
in that argument. Now, in the first place, 
everybody has to begin a speech on Imperial 
Federation with the A B C of Imperial 
Federation—which is, to meet the question of 
what you mean by Imperial Federation; and I 
will venture to repeat substantially the defini- 
tion that I have given before. The Federation 
we aim at is the closest possible union of the 
various self-governing States ruled by the 
British Crown, consistently with that free 
national development which is the birthright 
of British subjects all over the world—the 
closest union in sympathy, in external action, 
and in defence. (Cheers.) Now, gentlemen, 
all that is very easy. You may say that those 
are charming phrases, but they will encounter 
great practical difficulties. Well,as todiftieulties, 
I have never been fortunate enough to know any 
quescion that was entirely without difficulties. 
(Cheers.) I have never known a question 
of public life that was not full of very consider- 
able difficulties. But what I will say about 
the question of Federation is this, that given 
goodwill on the part of the contracting parties, 
the difficulties that encompass’ Imperial 
Federation are relatively less than the difficul- 
ties which encompass any other political 
object. (Cheers.) Take the two great Federal 
States that have been last founded in the 
world—take the United States—I venture to 
say that the federation of:the British Empire 
can be carried out with infinitely more ease, 
given goodwill on all sides, then the United 
States encountered in their formation. Takea 
much later federation, that great and powerful 
European federation which we call the German 
Empire. I venture to say that the formation 
of the federation of the British Empire would 
be child’s play compared with the difficulties 
in connection with the formation of Germany. 
(Applause.) Gentlemen, there are difficulties, 
real difficulties ; but there are other difliculties 
which are not real, and which have been sug- 
gested by some of my critics. One of the most 
learned of my critics, who represents, I pre- 
sume, the dying doctrines of what used to be 
called the Manchester school, but it has now 
no representation in Manchester that I know 
of—(laughter)—-the dying doctrines of that 
school, says that there are two great difficul- 
ties. The first is that the colonies would 
not stand interference with each other in 
their own conduct of affairs, That was to 
say, Canada would not like the interference 
of the Cape of Good Hope in her own affairs. 
Well, no one ever said she would. (Laughter.) 
No one supposes that we should like the inter- 
ferencé of the Cape of Good Hope in our in- 
ternalaffairs, But, gentlemen, that is begging 
the question; that issetting up a scheme which 
is not our scheme, in order to throw stones at it. 
The very cardinal principle ot Imperial Federa- 
tion, as we understand it, is the most complete 
respect for the internal affairs of all self-govern- 
ing communities under the British Crown. 
(Cheers.) Of course, if it were alleged that the 
mere representation of the Cape of Good Hope 
in the same Imperial Council in which Canada 
was also represented would imply the domina- 
tion of Canada by the Cape of Good Hope, the 
whole theory of representative government 
comes toanend. You might as well) say that 
Durham is controlled by Mid-Lothian, or that 
the city of Ed®fburgh imposes burdens on the 
city of Glasgow, because they are both of them 
represented in the House of Commons, There 
is another argument which was used by the 
same critic, which was equally fallacious, It 
Says that no federation is possible except be- 
tween equal powers. All the powers must be 
equal, and we must, therefore, wait for the 
time when Canada and Australia are equal in 
population and wealth with ourselves before 
we even imagine the idea of a federation! 
Now, gentlemen, I wonder who are the readers 








for which that passage is written, It must be 
that he presumed on the ignorance of those he 
was addressing. Why, federation does not exist 
between States exactly equal. It is almost 
impossible between States that are exactly 
equal, Look at Austria-Hungary. That would 
be an example that would be given against that 
view. Austria-Hungary is not a federation, but 
is 9 dualism, a union of two States ; and any 
attempt that is made by what is called the 
Federal Party in Austria-Hungary to make 
Austria-Hungary a federation is violently re- 
sisted by those who cling to the present state 
of things, Take another instance—the greatest 
federation in the world—the United States. Is 
that founded on equality? Why, gentlemen, 
there is nothing less than equality in the con- 
stitution of the United States; it is a calculated 
inequality. The whole assumption of che United 
States, as of every federation, is that a self- 
governing State entering upon a federation, 
enters it upon equal terms with those that are 
greater and more important than itself. Take 
the Senate of the United States, which is per- 
haps the supreme governing body of the United 
States. Every State sends two members to 
that body—neither more nor less. The State of 
Nevada with 62,000 inhabitants, the State of 
Delaware with 140,000 inhabitants, sends as 
many representatives to the Senate as the State 
of New York with over five millions of inhabit- 
ants. Suppose federation were calculated on the 
proportional basis whichis assumed by my critic, 
I would ask you to compute for yourseives 
what would be the representation of New York 
in the Senate, giving a representation of two 
members to Nevada with 60,000 inhabitants. 
Gentlemen, I do not attach much importance 
to those phantasmal objections; but there are 
some that are more serious, and it has been 
urged against our project, and more especially 
against what I have urged in its favor, that it 
would be impossible to allow the Colonies—and 
I use that word ‘ Colonies” to distinguish 
those commonwealths from the Mother Coun- 
try—it is not a word I care about—it would be 
impossible to give those Colonies an interest in 
the direction of our foreign affairs, because we 
could not suffer that control. That would be 
an excellent argument if this very Colonial con- 
trol did not happen to exist already. Why, it 
exists in the most obvious form. I cannot re 

peat what I said at Leeds on the subject, but 
everybody who studies the relations of foreign 
countries must see that the Colonies largely 
govern the direction of foreign affairs. I sup- 
pose that the argument, as drawn out by my 
critic, would be this plainly and nakedly stated, 
that as we pay for the army and for the navy— 
Iam taking it for granted that the Australian 
transaction with regard to the navy is not yet 
complete—but taking it broadly, we pay for the 
army, for the navy, and for the diplomatic ser- 
vice, therefore we have a perfect right to direct 
those services as we think fit. In its absolute 
naked form that statement is plausible; but it 
is not fair or true, because, even if we had right 
to control our policy from the payment of our 
services, we cannot control the liabilities to 
which we subject our Colonies in consequence 
of that policy. (Cheers.) If your declarations, 
if your policy, only bound yourselves, you 
would have a fair case in arguing in that way. 
But when you declare war, on whatever ground 
—it may be ina fit of anger under an idea of 
slighted honor—under any of these causes for 
which we have seen nations hurry rashly into 
war—whenever you declare war on any of these 
grounds you do not declare war alone, but 
Canada declares war, Australia declares war, 
every dependency in the Empire declares war 
—(cheers)—-and they declare war without hav- 
ing an official voice in the control of our policy. 
(Cheers.) Remember this; you form a policy, 
and my critic says you demand that it shall be 
uncontrolled by your Colonies. But when your 
policy has begun to take effect, your Colonies 
may be invaded, they may be harassed, they 
may be burned, they may be plundered —all in 
consequence of the course of action, in which 
they have had no controlling voice. Now, that 
is not a dream, that is not an idea. It is an un. 
commonly concrete fact—both for our critics 
and for the Colonies. Now, gentlemen, it is 
rather remarkable that Mr. Bright, who is our 
most venerated opponent, once alluded to that 
argument this year, and took it as the text ofa 
speech against our view. Mr. Bright said, 
speaking of Imperial Federation: ‘* Will the 
Colonists be willing to undertake the respon- 
sibility of entering into wars, the seat of 
which is ten thousand miles away, in which 
they cannot have the slightest interest, 
when they might not have been the least 
consulted as to the cause of the quarrel 
which this country was rushing into?” But, 
gentlemen, that is precisely their position 
now ; and that is precisely what we wish to 
avert by Imperial Federation. (Cheers.) I 
have seen with my own eyes the fortifications 
that were put up in Australia when we were 
on the brink of war with Russia in 1878. It 
was well known—I speak what it is not indis- 
creet to say—but if it was not well known, it 
was very generally reported, that the first act 
of that war might have been a fleet directed by 
Russia against our Australian Colonies. The 
Australian Colonies would have had to bear, in 
the conditions of warfare as between Russia 
and ourselves—the Australian Colonies would 
almost have had to bear the brunt of that war, 
a war in which they had neither voice nor part. 
On the other hand, while we may drag the 
Colonies into a war in which they have no voice, 
it is perfectly possible and conceivable that the 
Colonies may drag us into war without our 
having sufficient control over the matter. I 
will take the case of the Canadian fisheries. 
That is a great difficulty. I cannot believe that 
it is a difficulty which in this nineteenth cen- 
tury can lead to any serious trouble between 
our brethren in the United States and our 
brethren at home, But when we see a highly 
respected London newspaper, with, I daresay, 
the largest circulation in the world—because all 
newspapers have the largest circulation in the 
world—great laughter—when we see a highly re- 
spected London newspaper threaten the United 
States with a fleet of British ironclads under 
certain contingencies, we must admit that the 
smell of gunpowder is in the air. (Laughter.) 
It is conceivable that that controversy might 
provoke a collision between ourselves and the 
United States. Well, I think it was the Spec 

tator that says ‘‘ we will not go to war for 
Canadian cod.” No one apprehended that the 





Spectator would go to war about anything. 
No one asked it to go to war for Canadian cod ; 
but an absolute declaration of non possumus 
of that kind might lead to something like the 
disintegration of the Empire. Now, if in the 
course of this controversy the United States 
were so irritated by the leading articles in 
London newspapers as to make it necessary to 
invade Canada, or supposing there was any 
collision of that kind, what would be the 
course, for instance, of the Spectator if it 
guided our policy? The Spectator would either 
have to say to Canada: ‘‘ You are such a quar- 
relsome people that we cannot live with you 
any longer, and we are therefore going to turn 
our back, and retire to our own European 
islands ;” or else the Spectator would have to 
stand by Canada, voluntarily or involuntarily, 
and would have to be drawn into a war for 
these Canadian Colonies, which the Spectator 
so deeply deprecates. I say this state of 
things, for both sides, is anomalous, and can- 
not continue. On the one hand, you pay for 
everything, and that is a fool’s bargain for 
you; and on the other hand, the Colonies 
may be dragged into a war without a voice 
in the matter, andSthat is a fool’s bargain for 
them. (Laughter.) Now, I believe when the 
Parliaments which exist—the numerous Parlia- 
ments which exist under the British Crown, 
when they come to see this question in all its 
bearings, will demand a substantial voice in 
the control of the British policy of the future. 
(Cheers.) And I desire to call your attention to 
the fact that such a claim upon their part, such 
a federation as we desire, would be esentially a 
pacific federation. (Hear, hear.) In the first 
place, any nation would think twice if it saw 
that this gigantic Empire was absolutely at 
one with itself, and that at whatever point it 
attacked it would find a defence, not merely an 
obligatory defence, but a ready defence by the 
whole forces of the Empire. (Applause.) Then 
when you consider the various interests that 
would have to be brought into play in acoun- 
cil controlling our foreign policy, you would see 
how difficult it would be for any Minister, how- 
ever rash, however powerful, to embark in an 
offensive war on behalf of this country. 
(Cheers.) But why, I can hear it said, why 
cannot you let well alone? Our exports are 
very good, our imports are very good, and what 
more do you want? Colonists are well received 
in England; Britons are well received in the 
Colonies. (Applause,) ‘*God Save the Queen” 
is sung in the Colonies and at home. What 
more do you desire? Sentiment is beneficial. 
We are united by the strongest ties. 
Well, gentlemen, I will tell you why 
I am not quite content with~ that, be- 
cause I must look a little further than the 
present moment for my own satisfaction. 
(Cheers.) Our principal critic, to whom I 
alluded just now, said that we were ‘‘ fussy.” 
I delight in the epithet of ‘‘fussy.” (A laugh.) 
In the first place, if imitation is the sincerest 
form of flattery, irritation is the most certain 
sign of despair—(cheers)—and a person who 
shows irritation in argument is a person who 
is conscious of an inherent weakness in his 
ease, (Cheers.) But what is this fussiness? 
If foresight be fussiness, if prudence be fussi- 
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New Dance Music 
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. 60c 
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TOURS IN THE TROPICS 
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ib! CHAPTER VII. 
; “*T saw a Fury whetting a death-dart.” 


Lord Cheriton liked to take his summer holi- 
day on a sunny sea-shore where there were not 
many Eiglish visitors. Parame St. Malo ful- 
filled both these conditions. It afforded hima 
vast expanse of golden sands, firm beneath his 
foot, steeped in sunshine for the most part, on 
which to pace to and fro, lifting his eyes 
dreamily now ard then to the island city, with 
fts stony rampart, and its quaint Louis Qua- 
torze mansions, facing the sea in the sober 
dignity of massive stone facade, and tall win- 
dows; grey old houses, which seem too gocd 
for the age in which they find themselves, solid 
enough to last through long cente@ries, and to 
eutlive all that yet lingers of that grantliose 
France in which they were built. Roof above 
roof rises the island city, steep old streets 
leading up to Cathedral and Municipal Palace, 
with the crocketed steeple for its pinnacle, 
shining with a pale brilliance in the summer 
sunlight, verdureless, and with but little color 
save the reflected glory of the skies, and the 
jasper green of the sea with its frame of golden 
sands. 

Lord Cheriton affected Parame _ because 

though it was within a summer night's jour- 
ney from his own Isle of Purbeck, it was 
thoroughly out of the beaten track, and he 
was tolerably secure from those hourly en- 
eounters with his most particular friends, to 
which he must have submitted at Baden or 
Spa, at Trouville or Dieppe. Parame was 
Parisian or nothing. The smart people al! 
eame from Paris. English smartness had its 
eentre at Dinard, and the English who patron- 
ise Dinard will tell you there is no other para- 
dise on earth, and that its winter climate is 
better than that of the Riviera, if people would 
only have faith. So long as the Cheritons 
eould keep out of the way of exploring friends 
1! from Dinard, his Lordship was safe from 
the amusements which to some minds make 
i} life intolerable. . 
; Lady Cheriton was distinctly social in her in- 
stincts, and looked Dinard-ward sometimes 
from her lotus-land with a longing eye. She 
wou!d have liked to ask some nice people to 
luncheon ; and she knew so many nice people 
at Dinard. She would have liked to organise 
excursions to Mont St. Michel, or up the Ranee 
to Dinan. She would have liked to plunge into 
all manner of innocent gaieties; but hereremite 
stamped out these genial yearnings. 

** It seems such a pity not to have people over 
to dinner when there are such nice operettas 
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‘ and vaudevilles every night at the Casino,” she | 


sighed. 
“ And if you had them over to dinner. how do 
ou suppose they would get back?” asked her 
Seetand, sternly. ** Would you wish to keep 


ea I a 


not 


them at breakfast?” 


te 


Cheriton. It was an excuse for refusing to go | 
Over and take afternoon tea with people he | 
was supposed to hold in his heart of hearts in | 
the way of friendship. 

** You can go, Maria, if you like,” he told his | 
wife ; ‘* but Iam not a good sailor, and I came | 
here on purpose to be quiet.” 

This was his lordship’s answer to every hos- | 
itable suggestion. He had come to Parame | 

rrest; and not for gadding about, or enter- | 
tainments of any kind. | 

So the long summer days succeeded each | 
ether in alazy monotony, and whatever gaiety | 
there might be in the great white hotel, the | 
English law-lord and his wife had no share in 
i ft. They occupied a suite of light, airy rooms | 
in the west pavilion, and were served apart | 
from the vulgar herd, afrer the tashion which | 
i befitted a person of Lord Cheriton’s distinction. | 
i Tney had only their body servants. man and | 
{ maid, so they were wai'ed upon by the ser- | 
; vants of the hotel, and they drove about the | 
; dusty, level roads between St. Servans and Dol | 
[ im a hired landau, driven by a Breton coach. | 
man. Lady Cheriton was dull, but contented. | 
She had always submitted to her husband’s | 
leasure. He had been a very indulgent hus- | 

nd in essentials, ard he had made her a |! 
peeress. Her married life had been eminently | 
satisfactory; and she could afford to endure | 
One summer month of monotony amidst pleas- 
ant surroundings. She dropped in at the Ca- | 
sino every evening, while Lord Cheriton read | 
the papers in the seclusion of his salon—with | 
the large French window wide open to the | 
blue sea, and the b u: moonlight—hearing the | 
tramp of feet on the terrace, or the sea wall | 
beyond, or now and again strains of lively | 
music from the white pleasure-domes, where | 
the little opera company from Paris were sing- | 
ing joyous quartette or noisy chorus, 

People used to turn round to look at Lady 
Cheriton as she walked gravely between the | 
rows of seats to her place near the orchestra, 
his Lordship’s valet following with an extra 
shaw], an opera-glass, and a footstool. He es- 
tablished her in her chair, and then retired dis- 
creetly to the back of the theatre to await his 
mistress’ departure, and to escort her safely 
back to the hotel. He was a large, serious-look- 
fog man, a French Swiss, who had lived ten 
years in Italy, and over tifteen years in Lord 
Cheriton’s service, and who spoke French, 
Italian, German, and English indifferently. 
Lady Cheriton was handsome still with a 
and Spanish beauty which time had touched 
ghtly. She was tall and dignified in carriage, 
though a shade stouter than she could have 
wished, and she dressed to perfection with | 
extreme sobriety of coloring and extreme rich- 
ness of material. Her life had been full of 

leasantness, her only sorrow being the loss of | 

er infant sons, wirich she had not taken to 
heart so deeply as the proud father who pined 
for an heir to his newly-won honors. She had 
her dauzhter, her tirst-born, the child for whom 
her heart had first throbbed with the strange 
new love of maternity. She shed some natural | 
tears for tle boy babies, and then she let 
duanita fill their place in her heart, and her 
life again seemed complete in its sum of 
happiness. And now in this sleepy summer | 
holiday—cut off from’ most things that she | 
eared for—Juanita'’s letters had been her chief 
joy—those happy, innocent, girlish letters, 
overflowing with fond, foolish praise of the 
husband she loved, letters made up of nothings 
—of what he had said to her, and what she had 
said to him -and where they had taken:afcer- 
noon tea—and of their morning tide, or their 
evening walk, and of those plans for the long | 
future which they were always making, pro- 
jecting their thoughts into the time to come, 
and discussing those after years as if they were 
a certainty 

There had been no ‘sirer morning than that | 
which followed the nigné of the murder. Lord 
Cheriton was an early riser at all seasons, most 
of all inthe summer, when he was generally 
awake from five o'clock, and had to beguile an 
hour or so with one of the books on the table 
bv his bed—a well thumbed Horace, or a duo- 
decimo Don Quixote, in ten volumes, which 
went everywhere with him. By seven o'clock 
be was dressed, and ready to begin the | 
day; and between that hour and breakfast | 
time it was his habit t» attend to the corres- 
pondence which bad accumulated during the 

revious day. This severe rule was suspended, | 
Rowever, at Parame. and he gave himself up 
to restful vacuity, strolling up and down the 
sands, or walking round the walls of St. Malo, | 
or sauntering into the cathedral in a casual | 
way for an early mass, en joying the atmosphere | 
of the place, with its old-world flavor. 

On this particular morning he went no 
further than the sands, where he paced slowly 
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' THE DAY WILL COME, 


them al! till next morning, and be bored with | 


That intervening strip of sea, narrow as it | 
was, afforded unspeakable comfort to Lord | 


| treasures among his w-ep'ng children. 
| @8 any man can think with satisfaction of the 


| been to Lord Cheriton almost as a son. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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hotel, and casino, heedless alike of Parisian 
idlesse coquetting with the crisp wavelets on 
the edge of the sea, and of the mounted officer 
yonder drilling his men upon the sandy waste 


| to and fro in front of the long white terrace, 
towards St. Malo. 


He was in a mood for con- 
summate idleness, but with him idleness was 
only a synonym for deep thought. He was 
meditating upon his only child’s future, and 
telling bimself that he had done well for her. 

Sir Godfrey Carmichael would be made Baron 
Cheriton in the days tocome, when he, the first 
baron, should be laid in the newly built vault 
in the cemetery outside Dorchester. He was 
not going to sever himself from his kindred 
in that Jast sleep, albeit they were common 
folk. He would lie under the Egyptian sar- 
cophagus, which he had set up in honor of his 
father, the crockery dealer, and his mother, the 
busy, anxious tradesman’s wife. The sarcoph- 
agus was plain and unpretentious, hardly too 
good for the tradesman; yet with a certain 
solid digaity which was not unbefitting the 
law-lord. He had chosen the monument with 
uttermost care, so that it might serve the 
double purpose. He had looked at the broad 
blank panel many a time, wondering how his 
own name would Jook upon it, and whether 
his daughter would have a laurel wreath 
sculptured above it. It might be that admir- 
ing friends would suggest his being laid in 
the Abbey, hard by those shabby disused 
courts where had pleaded and sat in judgment 
through so many laborious years; and it might 
be that the suggestion would be accepted by 
Dean and Chapter, and that the panel on the 
Dorchester sarcophagus would remain blank. 

{ James Dalbronk knew that he had deserved 
well of posterity, and, above all, of the ruling 

| powers. He had been staunch and unwaver- 

ing in his adherence to his own party, and he 
| knew that he had a strong claim upon any 

Conservative Ministry. He had sounded those 

in authority, and he had been assured that 

there would be very little difficulty in getting 

Sir Godfrey Carmichael a peerage by-and-by, 

when he, Lord Cheriton, should be no more. - 

| Sir Godfrey's family was one of the oldest 
|in the country, and he had but to de- 
serve well of his party, by-and-by, when he 





had got his seat, to ensure future favors. 
As the owner of Cheriton and Carmichael 
Priory, he would be a worthy candidate for 
one of those coronets which seem to be 
dealt round so freely by expiring Ministries 
as it were a dying father dividing his 
So far 


days when he shali be no more—and when this 
world will go on, badly, of course, but som:3- 
how, without him—Lord Cheriton thought of 
those far otf? years when Godfrey Carmichael 
should b» Master of Cheriton. The young mm | 
had shown such fine qualities of heart and | 
mind, and, above all, had given such unobtru- | 
sive evidence of his affection for Juanita’s 
father, that the elder man must needs give 
measure for m2asure; therefore Godfrey oe 

he 
union of his humbly-born daughter with one of 
the oldest families in the south of England 
gratified the pride of the self-made man. His 
own pedigree might be of the lowliest ; but his | 
grandson wouid be able to look back upon a 
long tine of ancestors, glorified by many a pa- 
trician alliance. Strong and stern as was the 
fabric of James Dalbro>k’s mind, he was not 
superior to the Euglishman’s foible, and he 
loved rank and ancient lineage. He was a Tory 
to the core of his heart; and it was the earn- | 
estness and thoroughness of his convictions 
which nad given him weight with his party. 
Wherever he spoke, or whatever he wrote— 
and he had written much in the Saturday Re- 
view, and the higher class monthlies upon cur- 
rent politics—bore the stamp of a Cromwellian 
vizor and a Crom wellian siucerity. 

He had never felt more a* ease than upon 
that balmy summer morning, pacing those 
golden sands in dreamy meditation—brooding 
over Juanita’s last letter received overnight— 
with its, girlish rap‘ures, its girlish dreams; 
picturing her in the near future as happy a 
mother as she was a bride, with her grandson, 
the third Baron Cheriton of the future in her 
lap. Hesmiled at hisown foolishness in think 
ing of that first boy-baby by the title which | 
was but one of the possibilities of a successful 
future; yet he found himself repeating the 
words idly, to the rhythm of the wavelets that 
curled and sparkled near his feet—third Baron 
Cheriton, Godfrey Dalbrook Carmichael, third 
Baron Cheriton. 

The cathedral clock was striking nine as he 
went into the hotel. The light breakfast of 
coffee and rolls was laid on a small round table 
Lady Cheriton was sitting 
the massive stone 


near the window. 


in an alcove between 


| columns, which supported the balcony above, 


reading yesterday’s Morning Post in her soft 
grey cashmere peignoir, whose flowing lines 
gave dignity to her figure. Her dark hair, as 
yet untouched by time, was arranged with an 
elegant simplicity. ‘The tine old lace about her 
throat harmonized admirably with the pale | 
olive of her compiexion. She looked at her } 
husband with her placid smile, and-gave him 
her hand in affectionate greeting. 

‘““What a morning, James; one feels it a 


99 | privilege to live. 





What a superb day it would 
be for Mont St. Michel?” 

‘““A thirty-mile drive in the dust! Do you 
really think that it is the best use to which to 
put a summer day? You may be sure there 
will be plenty of people of the same opinion, 
and that the rock will swarm w'th cheap tour- 
ists, and pretty little Madame Poulard will be 
put to the pin of her collar to feed them all.” 

She had seated herself at the table by this 
time, and was pouring out coffee with a leis- 
urely air, smiling at her husband all the time, 
thinking him the greatest and wisest of men, 

even when he restrained her social instincts, 
She was never tired of looking at that massive 
face, with its clearly defined features, sharply 
cut jaw, and large grey eyes—dark and deep as 
the eyes of the earnest thinker rather than the 
shrewd observer. Yet the strong projection of 
| the lower brow indicated keen perceptions and 
the power of rapid judgment; but above the 
erceptive organs the upper brow towered ma- 
jestically, giving the promise of a mind pre- 
dominant in the regions of thought and imagi- 
nation—such a brow as we look upon with 
reverence in the portraiture of Walter Scott. 


Intellectually the brow was equal to Scott’s; 
morally there was something wanting. Neither 
benevolence nor veneration was ona par with 
the reasoning faculties. ‘Tory principles with 
Lord Cheriton were not so much the result of 
lan upward-looking nature as they were with 
Scott. This, at least, is the opinion at which a 
phrenologist might have arrived after a careful 
contemplation of that powerful brow. 
Lord Cheriton sipped his coffee, and leaned 
| back in his arm-chair, with his face to the 
| 








morning sea. 
The tide was going out; the rocky islets 
stood high out of the emerald water ; the golden 
| sands were widening, till it seemed almost as if 
the sea were vanishing altogether from this 
| beautiful bay. He satin a lazy attitude, still 
thoughtful, with those pleasant thoughts 
which are the repose of the working man’s 
brain. 
‘**T suppose they will finish their honeymoon 
in-a week o” two, and move on to the priory,” 
| he sail, by and by, revealing the subject of his 
reverie, 

‘Yes, Juanita says we may go home as early 
as the second week in August if we like. She 
is to be at the Priory in time to settle down 
before the shooting begins. They will have 
visitors in September—his sisters don’t you 
know—the Morningsides and the Grenvilles, 
and children and nurses—a house full. Lady 
Jane ought to be there to help her to entertain.” 

‘I don’t think Nita will want any help. She 
will be mistress of the situation, depend upon 
it, and would be if there were forty married 
sisters with their husbands and belongings. 
She seemed to be mistress of us all at Caeriton?” 





‘eile 
qd ore eke 


** She is soclever,” sighed the mother, remem- 
bering that Cheriton House would no longer be 
under that girlish sovereignty. 

The grave looking French-Swiss valet ap- 
peared with a telegram on a salver. 

**Who can have sent me a petit bleue?” 
exclaimed Lord Cheriton, who wa; accustomed 
to receive a good many of those little blue 
envelopes when he was in Paris, but expected 
no such communications at St. Malo. 

Before leaving for his holiday he had im- 
pressed upon land steward and house steward 

‘that he was not to be bothered about anything. 

*I€ there is anvthing wanted you will com- 
municate with Messrs. Dalbroox,” he said. 
* They have full powers.” 

And yet here was some worrying message— 
some question about a lease or agreement, or 
som body's rick had been burnt, or somebody's 
chimney had fallen through the roof. He 
opened the little envelope with a vexed air, 
resentful of some trivial annoyance. He read 
the message, and then sat blankly staring; 
read again, and rose from his seat suddenly 
with acry of horror. 

Never in his life had he _ experienced 
such a shock; never had those iron nerves, 
that heart, burned hard in the furnace of this 
world's strife, been sotried. He stood aghast, 
and could only give the little paper—with its 
type-printed syllables—to his scared wife, 
while he stood gazing at summer sky and sum- 
mer sea in a blank helplessness, realizing 
dimly that something had happened which 
must change the whole course of the future 
and overthrow every plan he had ever made. 

“The third Biron Cheriton.” Strange, but 
in that awfal moment the words he had re- 
peated idly on the sands an hour azo echoed 
azain in his ear. 

Alas, he felt as if that title for which he had 
toiled was already extinct. He saw, as in a 
vision, the velvet cap, with its coronet of 
pearls, upon the coffin lid, as the first and last 
Lord Cheriton was carried to his grave. That 
prophetic vision must nevds be realised within 
. few years. There would be nv one to succeed 
nim, 

Murdered! Why? By whom? What devil 
hai been conjured out of hell to cut short thac 
honest, stainless life? What had Godfrey Car- 
michael done that a murderer’s hand should be 
raised against him? 

The woman's softer natura found relief in 
tears before the day was done; tears and 
agonized pacings up and down those rooms 
where life had been so placid in the sunlight of 
the last three weeks—agonized supplications 
oe God would vake pity upon her widowed 

ri. 
en Such a girl, and so happy, and a widow—a 
widow before her nineteenth birthday,” wailed 
the m» her, 

Lord Cheriton's grief was of a sterner kind, 
and found no outlet in words. He held a brief 
consultation with his valet, a soldierly-looking 
man, who had fought under Garibildt in 
Burgundy, when the guerilla captain made his 
brilliant endeavor to save sinking France, 





They looked at time-tables, and_ calculated 
The express to Paris would not arrive 
in time for the evening mail via Calais and 
It was Saturday. The cargo boat 
would cross to Southampton that night, and 
influence would obain accommodation for his 
Lordship and party. The valet took a fly and 
drove off to the quay to find the South- Western 
superintendent, and secure a private cabin for 
They would have the 
boat to themselves, and would be at Southamp.- 
ton at seven o'clock next morning, and at 
Cheriton before noon, even if it were necessary 
to engage a special engine to take them there. 


hours. 


Dover. 


his master and mistress. 


Lord Cheriton telegraphed to his daughter. 


** Your mother and I will be with you to- 
Be brave for our sakes. 
Remember that you are all we have to live 


morrow morning. 


, 


for.’ 


- Another telegram to the house-steward 
ordered a close carriage to b2 in attendance at 
Wareham Station from ten o'clock upwards on 


Sunday morning. 
** How 
told Lor« 


wonder of many a butterfly Parisienne. 


She called him by his Christian name now 
as in their earliest years of wedded life. It 
was only on ceremonious occasions, and when 
the eye of sgciety was upon her that she ad- 


dressed him by his title. 


That stern quietude of his, the fine features 
set and rigid, frightened her more than a 
And yet 
she hardiy knew whether he felt the calamity 
too much for words ; or whether he did not feel 


loquacious grief would have done. 


it enough. 


“Poor Godfrey,” she sighed, “he was so 
good to me—all that a son could have bsen— 
My God! my God! how horrible. 
If it had been any other kind of death one 
might bear it—and yet that he should die at all 
So young, so handsome 
—-cut off in the flower of his days—and i” 

e. 


murdered ! 


would be too dreadful. 


loved him so. She loved him all her 
What will become of her without him?” 


‘*What will become of her?” that was the 
mother’s moaning cry all through that dreary 


ay. 

Lora Cheriton paced the sands as far as he 
could go from that giddy multitude in front of 
the sea wall—-beyond the little rocky ridge by 
the Hotel des Bains, where i mothers, 

homely, easy- 
going visitors congregate—away toward Can- 
He walked up 
and down meditating upon his blighted hopes. 
He knew now that he had loved this young 
man almost as well as he loved his own daugh- 
ter, and that his death had shattered as fair a 
fabric as ever ambition built on the further side 


and nurses, and children, an 


cale, where all was loneliness, 


of the grave. 


**She will go in mourning for him all the days 
of my life, perhaps,” he thought, ‘‘and then 
some day after I am in my grave she will fall 
in love with an adventurer, and the estate I 
love and the fortune I have saved will be squan- 


dered on the Turf or melted at Monte Carlo.” 


A grim smile curled his lip at a grim thought, 
as he paced that lonely shore beyond the jutting 


cliff and the villa on the point. 


*“T am sorry I left the Bench when I did,” he 
thought ; ‘tit would have been something to 
have put on the black cap and passed sentence 


upon that poor lad's murderer.” 


Whe was his murderer, and what the motive 
Those were questions which 
Lord Cheriton had been asking himself with 
maddening iteration through that everlasting 
He welcomed the fading sun- 
He could eat nothing; 
would not even sit down to make a pretence of 
dining; but waited chafing in the great stone 
hall of the hotel for the carriage that was to 


of the‘crime? 


summer day. 
light of late afternoon. 


take him and his wife to the boat. 


Trains were favorable, and there was no 
necessity for a special engine to carry Lord 
Cheriton and his wife to the house of mourning. 
1; was not yet noon when the closed landau 
d-ove in at the chief gate of the park, not that 
sile gate in the deep rocky lane, of which Mrs. 
One of the gardeners 
lived at the lodge, and it was he who opened 
the gate this Sunday morning. Lord Cheriton 
stopped the carriage to question him. He had 
heard a fuli account of the murder already 


Porter was custodian. 


from the station-master at Wareham. 


** Have they found the murderer?” he asked, 
I’m afraid they’re not likely to 
—begging your Lordship's pardon for venturing 


‘*No my Lord, 


an opinion.” 


The man was an old servant, and altogether 


a@ superior person. 

‘* Were the gates locked at the usual time on 
Friday night?” 

“Yes, my Lord—the gates were locked, but 
that wouldn't keep out a foot-passenger. There's 
the turn-stile in the lane.’ 

“Of course. Yes, yes. 
has been at work, [ hear.” 

“Yes, my Lord; came yesterday before two 
ws aud has been about with Barber aver 
since.” 

Barber was the rural police-constable. 

* And have they discovered nothing ?” 

“*Nothing, my Lord—or it they have it has 
been kept dark.” 

Lord Cheriton asked no further questions. 
The man was right. A detective from Scotland 
Yard was not likely to talk about any minor 
discoveries that he might have made. On.y 
the one grand discovery of the guilty man 
would have been instantly made known, 

Five minutes later the carriage drew up in 
front of the hall door. What a blank and 
melancholy Jook the fine old house had with all 
the windcws darkened. It did not look so 
dismal as » London house with its level rows 
of windows and its flat facade would have 
looked under similar conditions; for here there 
was variety of mullion and moulding, bay- 
windows and oriel, dormer and lattice, and 
over all the growth of lovely creeping plants, 
starry clematis and passion-flower, climbing 
Dijon roses and waxen magoolia, an intinite 
beauty of form and color. Yet the blind 
windows were there, with their dul!, dead look 
and chilling suzzestion of death behind them. 
Lady Cheri*on looked at the house fora moment 
or so as she got out of the carriage and then 
burst into tears. It seemed to her as if she 
had scarcely realized the stern reality of death 
till that moment. 

She went straight to her daughter's boudoir, 
a room with an oriel window looking across 
the wide expanse of the park, where the turf 
lay openest to the sunshine, and where the deer 
were wont to congregate. The garden was at 
its narrowest point just below this window, 
and consistea only of a broad gravel path, and 
a strip of flowers at the top of a steep grass 
bank that sloped down to the ha-ha which 
divided garden and park. The room was full 
of Juanita’s girlish treasures—evidences of 
fancies that had passed like summer clouds— 
accomplisnments begun and abandoned—-a 
zither in one corner—a guitar and a mandolin 
against the wali—an easel in front of on» 
wiadow—a gigantic rush work basket lined 
with amber satin and crammed wich all manner 
of silks, wools, scraps, and unfinished under- 
takings in another, The room remained just 
as she had leftit when she went to London at 
the beginning of May. She had never occupied 
it during her honeymoon; and perhaps that 
was the reason she was here now in her 
desolation, sitting silent, statue-like, with 
Lady Jane by her side, on a sofa opposite the 
oriel. She lifted her eyelids when her mother 
came into the room, and looked up at her in 
speechless despair. She uttered no word of 
greetinz, but satdambly, Lady Cheriton went 
over to her, and knelt by her side, and then, 
feebly, automatically, she put her limp, cold 
hand into her mother’s and hid her bloodless 
face upon her mother's breast, 

Lady Cheriton held her there with one hand 
yas she stretched ouc her other hand to Lady 

ane, 

‘* Dear Lady Jane, how good of you to be with 
her—to comfort her.” 

‘ite ee else should I be ?—I want to be near 

m . 

The gentle blue eyes filled with tears, the 


A London detective 
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uietly you bear it, James,” his wife 

Cheriton wonderingly, when the 
mode of their return had been arranged, and 
her maid was packing her trunks, with those 
soberly handsome gowns, which had been the 










































































gracious head trembled a little. 
long shivering sigh and silence. 

The mother knelt beside the sofa with her 
child's head leaning forward upon her matronly 
bosom. There may have been some comfort 
perhaps in that contact, some recurrence of the 
thoughts and feelings of earlier years, when tha 
mother could console every grief and mitizate 
every pain. No words came to either of those 
three mourners. What could be said in miti- 
gation of a sorro v that seemed to offer no point 
of relief, no counter-balancing good. There was 
nothing to be done but to sit still and suffer, 

The silence lasted long, and then Juanita 
lifted her head suddenly from its heavy repose 
and looked fixedly in her mother's face. 

‘*My father has come back with you?” she 
asked. 

** Yes, dearest. We did not lose an hour. 
Had there been any quicker way of traveling 
we would have been here sooner.” 

‘““My father will be able to find the mur- 
derer,” said Juanita, scarcely hearing her 
mother’s words, intent upon her owa thought, 
“A great lawyer as he was; a judye,. too; he 
must be able to trace the murderer--to bring 
him to justice—to take a life for a life. Oh, 
God!” with a shrill, agonising cry, ‘‘could a 
thousand lives give me back one hour of that 
one life? Yet it will be something—something 
—to know that that devil has been killed— 
killed shamefully, in cold blood, in the broad 
light ofday. On, God, thou Avenger of wrong, 
make his last hours bitter to him, make his 
last moment hopeless, let him see the gates of 
hell opening before him when he stands tcemb- 
ling with the rope round his neck.” 

There was something in this vindictive ap- 
peal, an intensity of hatred which thrilled the 
two listeners with an icy horror. It was vikea 
blast from a frozen region blowing suddenly in 
their faces, and they shivered as they heard, 
Could it be the girl they knew, the loving. lov- 
able girl, who, iu those deep, harsh tones, called 
upon her God for vengeance and not mercy, 

**Oh, my love, my poor heart-broken love, 
pray to Him to have pity upon us. Ask Him to 
teach us how to bow to the rod, how to bear 
His chastisement. That is the lesson we have 
to learn,” pleaded Lady Jane, tearful and sub- 
missive, even in the depth of sorrow. 

“Is it? My lesson is to see justice done upon 
the wretch who kilied my husband—the malig- 
nant, the merciless devil. There was not one 
of those slayers of women and children in the 
Indian nutiny worse than the man who killed 
my love. What had he done—he, the kindest 
and best—generous, frank, pitiful to all who 
ever came in his way—what had he done to 
provoke a man’s enmity? Oh, God, when I 
remember how good he was, and how much 
ee better the world was for having 

im—— 

She began to pace the room, as she had paced 
it again and again in her slow hours of agony, 
her hands clasped above her dishevelled head, 
her great dark eyes—so dove-like in their 
hours of love and happiness—burning with an 
angry light, lurid almost. in the excitement of 
her fevered brain. There had been times when 
Lady Jane had feared that reason must give 
way altogether amidst the wild delirium of 
grief. She had stayed to watch, and to con- 
sole, forgetting her own broken heart, putting 
aside all considerations of her own sorrow as 
something that might have its way afterwards 
in order to comfort this passionate mourtner. 

Comfort, even from affection such as this, was 
unavailing. Now and againthe girl turned her 
burning eyes upon the mother’s pale, resigned 
face, and for a momenta thought of that chast- 
ened, gentle grief softened her. 

** Dear, dear Lady Jane, God made you better 
than any other woman on this earth, [ believe,” 
she cried amidst her anguish. ‘The saints 
and martyrs must have been like you, but Iam 
not. [am not made like that. I cannot kiss 


the rod.” 
(To be Continued.) 





Buried Forests. 


Extensive forests, covering valleys and hill- 
sides, are overturned, and the uprooted trees 
form a gigantic barrier, which prevents the 
flowing olf of the waters. An extensive marsh 
is formed, particularly well adapted for the 
various kinds of mosses. As they perish they 
are succeeded by others, and so for generations, 
in unceasing life and labor, until, in the course 
of time, the bottom, under the influence of de- 
cay and the pressure from above, becomes : urf. 
Far below lies hard coal; the upper part is 
light and spongy. At various depths, but 
sometimes as much as twenty-five feet below 
the surface, an abundance of bozwood is found, 
cousisting mostly of oak, hard and black as 
ebony, or of the rich, chocolate-colored wood of 
the yew. 

Such ancient forests every now and then 
rise in awe-inspiring majesty from their 
graves. The city of Hamburg, its harbor and 
the broad tracts of land around it, rest upona 
forest, which is now buried at an immense 
depth below the surface. It contains mostly 
limes and oaks, but must also have abounded 
with hazel-woods, for thousands of hazel nuts 
are brought to light by every excavation. 

The city of New Orieans, it has been recently 
discovered, is built upon the most magnificent 
foundation on which a city ever rose. It was 
the boast of Venice that her marble palaces 
rested in the waters of the Adriatic on piles of 
costly wood, which now serve to nay the dsbss 
of her degenerate sons; but our Venice has no 
less than three tiers of gigantic trees beneath it. 
They all stand upright, one upon another, with 
their roots spread out as they grew; and the 
great Sir Charlies Lyell expresses his belief that 
it must have taken at least eighteen hundred 
years to fill up the chasm, since one tier had to 
rot away to a level with the bottom of the 
swamp before the upper could grow upon it, 


-- 





A Singular Contest. } 


Two gentlemen of high birth, the one a 
Spaniard, and the other a Ger.nan, having 
rendered Miximilian Lf. many services, they 
each for recompense, demanded his beautiful 
niece, Helena, in marriage. ‘he prince, who 
entertained equal respect for them both, could 
not give either the preference; and, after 
much delay, told them thit from claims they 
both had to his attearion aud regard, he could 
not give his assent for either of them to marry 
his niece, and they must decide it by their own 
prowess and address; but as he did not wish 
to risk the loss of either, or both, by suffaring 
them to tight with offensive weap na, he had 
ordered a large bag to be brought, and he who 
ws succ:ssful enouzh to put his rival into ft 
should obtain his niece. : 

This strange combat between two gentlem2n 
was in the presence of the whole impzrial 
court, and lasted half an hour. At lengsh ths 
Spaniard yielded to the German, Andre Ethard, 
Baron of Cetherd, who, when he had got him 
into the bag, took him on his back and plated 
him at che e aperor's feet, and on che following 
day married the beautiful Helena. 





The Queen's Will. 


Truth says: “ S+veral erroneous statements 
have recan ‘ly appsared in the pap3rs about the 
Qusen’s will, Ine real trush is that her 
Majesty's will was made in 1876, and it is a 
docum-+at of porcentous length, b sing 4n grossed 
on vellum, quarto size. It is bouud up in a 
huge volums, which is secured by a lock, and 
at the end there are several bl in press for 
codicils. of which, up to tha present, thea Q igen 
has made three, one early in 1879, after the 
death of Peincess Alice; another ia che summo2r 
of 183}, after the dvath of the Dake of Albany; 
and another recently, which dsals exoslusively 
with the Jubilee gifts, 


A New Monthly. 


Counttivne is the nen of a naw monthly 
just siactet in Monteaal. [s is iatantal > 
furnish 4ru tents of the history of tha Dio ninaion 
with a means of com ninicating the ros alts of 
original research and pressrviag iotacessing 
discoveries, 
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“Though China Fall.” 


“For my part’"—Miss Wight said it as if no 
other part or parcel of mortal possession were 
comparable in value—‘for my part, I have no 
sympathy and little tolerance for the super- 
refinement (or disease) of nerves which annihi- 
lates self control. There is a want of balance 
somewhere when a grown woman ‘does’ Miss 
Muffeit at the sight of a spider, or goes into 
hysterics at the touch of a mouse. If not”— 
pausing long enough and speaking slowly 
enough to italicize the addenda—‘‘a lack of 
wrondiae The true patrician is never off 

uard, 

*** Mistress of herself, though China fall,’” 
quoted Frank Pryor, in the lazy drawl that 
could be insolent when he willed. 

Some of Mr. Pryor's auditors felt the reply to 
be a retort, although his eyes were sleepy, his 
tone impassive. 

Only a week before an awkward guest at 
Miss Wight’s had kicked down an old India jar 
into a dozen pieces across the brass fender. 
The hostess said a frostily civil word to the 
agonized blunderer, but her brow was not clear 
for the rest of the evening. 

To-night, Sara Logan, a bright vivacious 
little thing, with a marvellous voice, that ac- 
counted for her frequent presence at Miss 
Wight's famous “evenings,” had severed her 
song with a stifled shriek and fallen, half- 
fainting, against Frank Pryor, who chanced to 
stand nearest to her. A mouse, mad with 





' 
brown stone front. As nearly as I can make 
out, the. inmates of the villa (semi-rural) 
were as at and incorrigibly com- 
oO 


monplace as _ their use. They had plenty 


of money, lived affectionately with one 
another and socially with their neighbors ; 
had a tennis-ground out of doors, and a 
billiard-room in-doors ; a coachman who slept 


over the stable, and a gardener (married) at the 
lodge. Altogether the conventional thing, you 


see, including a pair of carriage-horses and a 


pony-phaeton, with a coach-dog to run between 
the first-named and a poodle to be aired in the 


last. My heroine was the middle child—always 


an uneventful position—and had two brothers 
older and two sisters younger than herself. 

**One night--it was late in August and rainy 
—she went to her room at the usual hour ; read 
her usual chapter in the Bible ; said her usual 
prayer (sweet saint!) and was soon as séund 
asleep as if the wicked godmother and the spin- 
dle had set her up—or down—as a modern edi- 
tion of the Sleeping Beauty. 

**She thought it was daylight when she be- 
came vaguely aware that she was not alone in 


| the room. 


‘*Miss Wight! your royal indifference to the 
first thrilling point of my story is depressingly 
uncomplimentary. Were it not for Miss 
Styles’ dramatic sigh and Miss Rayner's 
opportune shiver, I should not have the heart 
to proceed.” 

Miss Wight glanced up shyly, and answered 
languidly. 

* Conventional still,” she said. ‘‘The dis- 


fright and oe the light, had run right | turber of the Sleeping Beauty scene was, of 


across her feet. e the domestic fly, the 
Arab rodent is no respecter of place and per- 
son, and Miss Wight, the accomplished belle 
and heiress of four seasons, should not have 
been chagrined by the incident. Yet the edge 
on the accents that supposed, after the bustle 
subsided, that ‘‘ Miss Logan was hardly equal 
after such a disaster, to finish her song,” justi- 
fied Pryor's “‘ aside” to acrony in passing him 
on his—Pryor’s—return to the drawing room 
when he had seen Miss Logan and her mother 
to their carriage. 

“Isn't langue de femme avec sauce piquante 
rather a plebeian dish for a fashionable recep- 
tion?” said the audacious favorite. Nobody 
had, thus far, been able to determine whether 
or not he knew himself to be that with the 
young mistress of the mansion. He was always 
at her house on At Home evenings and occa- 
sionally appeared as her escort in public. When 
conversing with her he behaved as though she | 
were the only woman ever made, but that 
passed for little when one noted the catholicity 
of his homage. 

‘ft is my duty!” he plagiarized Pinafore, by | 
saying when rallied upon this one of his ways. 

The gentle resignation of the drawl, almost 
as celebrated as was poor Travers’ stammer, 
converted the quotation into a bon mot. It} 
was nearly midnight when Miss Wight adroitly 
brought the talk around to the unfortunate 
escapade of the mouse. A dozen people, 















grouped about the library fire, were the fot- 
sam and jetsam of the brilliant tide that bad 
over-swept the superb spaces of the drawing- 
rooms earlier in the night. Pryor called the 
conversazione of selected and assorted spirits, 
convened thus at the close of each weekly re- 
ception, ‘the gilt edge of the evening.’ Miss | 

ight’s widowed chaperon had a seat in a 
shadowed nook. The belle leaned back in 
a deep arm-chair in the full but mellowed 
light of the wax-candles. Frank Pryor 
stood at the corner of the hearth facing 
her, his broad shoulders against the mantle. 
He was straight, tall and well made, with gray 
eyes and brown hair. His face was too gaunt 
to be handsome; his nose too prominent. A 
heavy mustache vailed the corners of a some- 
what large mouth and gave opportunities of 
eff-cts to white teeth. His eyelids drooped 
slightly when he was not speaking or 
listening to a woman; the weary lift of his 
brows, when he chose to be cynical or incred- 
ulous, was inimitable by art. ith all of what 
would be esteemed, abstractly considered, his 
physical disadvantages, he contrived to be the 
most distinguished-looking man of the Wight 
“sre 

he hostess colored faintly, yet perceptibly. 

“Tt is evident that our views clash here.” 
She answered his tone, not his words. ‘It is 
rather uncommon to meet a man who admires 
the heroic element in a woman. Your sex 
covets a monopoly of the trait. However you 
may sneer at Lydia Languish on the stage, in 
real life she has more adorers than Di Vernon.” 

‘“‘There we are at variance”—the dawn of 
something in his eyes and smile untranslatable 
by her unless she admitted a probability which 
fanned the flicker of color intoa giow. ‘‘ Even 
while you talked of the number of timid 
women you know, my mind was contreainng 
my estimation of them with the intensity o 

miration I feel for the heroine of a true story 
one of the fellows was telling in my room the 
other night. A tale that fairly froze my blood. 
I labeled and laid it aside to repeat to you at 
the first favorable opportunity.” 

Pryor's stories were the greater treat because 
he seldom volunteered a recital. Miss Wight 
would have pawned her finest diamond to 
know that she was the heroine of one. To be 
told in others’ hearing that he had treasured 
this or anything else he valued for her, was 
distinction. 

She did not join in the demand raised at 
once that he should consider this the favor- 
ing opportunity, and that the rest might 
share the narrative reserved for her. When 
he yielded gracefully, being too well-bred to 
feign diffidence, she sat with down-cast lids, 
toying with her fan while he talked, a beauti- 
ful stady of modest attention. 

‘*It happened two years ago when the hero- 
ine was a mere slip of a girl, oniy nineteen 
geore old. A gay little creature who had never 

nown a real care, or faced an exigency. Her 
father owned a semi-country house in New 
Jersey. Ithink it wae near Morristown, A 
trig, ultra-modern villa, with as many ‘im- 
provement’ in and about it asa Fifth avenue 





course, a burglar—enterprising or otherwise, 
The gleam of light was a dark lantern. The 
setting is picturesque, but hackneyed. It is 
novelty, and of a bold order, that makes us 
thrill in this blaze age.” 

Pryor’s eyebrows expressed a high degree of 
admiration. 

“You are right as to outline, but a little 
‘off’ as to detail. he intruder was not a 
common burglar, but the new coachman who 
had, that day, assisted in removing the silver 
trunk from a small closet in her mother’s 
chamber to a larger one in The Heroine’s own 
room. She knew him instantly, although he 
wore a shade over his eyes, and his face was 
blackened. He was turning down the gas- 
burner to a dim and most unholy light. 
Before he looked toward her she did 
what every discreet (and conventional) per 


|son, in a story or out, does in such cir- 


cumstances, She shut her eyes and feigned 
to be asleep. I do not know whether or not 
it is also the conventional thing for the pre- 
tended sleeper to fancy that her eyelids are 
transparent. The conceit may have been orig- 
inal with My Heroine. But she saw, as well 
as heard him come to her bedside, and stand 
there motionless. The only sound in the 
room was the thud of her racing heart-beats. 
He must hear them, she feared. She con 
trolled her breathing by a powerful exercise of 
will, taking in regular inspirations—somewhat 
long, like one in heavy slamber—and respired 
as regularly. The time and rhythm of the 
lungs were perfect. The heart was a differ- 
ent matter. The machinery of a young 
woman's heart is usually an exception to 
the prevailing conventionality of her system. 
It was almost a relief when the slight 
rustle of his hand in moving to his pocket 
drowned the agitated beat! beat! beat! of the 
lawless organ. 


“The man drew cut a handkerchief and a 
small bottle, She heard him draw the caqyk; 
the gurgle of the contents; ‘even the soaking 
of the liquid into the linen; ‘the replacement of 
the cork ; heard him set the vial upon the light- 


stand atthe bed-head. With the first spill of 
the volatile fluid, she smelled the chloroform. 
She had known what was ccming when she 
heard him open the bottle. In the instant that 
er before he lowered it to within a quarter- 
inch of her face she had drawn in a long, long 
breath. She held it until he let down the wet 
linen upon her nostrils. Then she gave it out 
as a miser lets go of his hoard—a nickel at a 
time, we will say. 

**Or—it was more like the way rations are 
given outtothe erase crew of a longboat. 
When that was exhausted there was no more 
where it came from, you see. The supply of 
oxygen lasted a fearfully short time, dole it out 
as she might. When no air remained in the 
collapsed lungs, she held her breath again until 
her chest ached to agony. In spite of her heroic 
efforts the deadly fumes were gaining upon 


er. 

‘*Miss Wight! if your respiration is entirel 
normal, I have mistaken my vocation, and shall 
abjure story-telling henceforward. Allow me!” 

fore she could anticipate the movement, he 
stoped to lay his finger on her pulse. A mere 
touch and a light one, but the color leaped 
hotly up to her forehead. In the eyes, sud- 
denly upraised, there was an anomalous mingl- 
ing of surprise, timidity and pleading. 

“Thank you!” said Pryor, with an odd little 
smile, ‘*My Heroine had to breathe again by- 
and-by, of course, 

*“**T must take in as little as I can,’ said the 
shrewd brain within the curly head. 


** Did I tell you that her hair was golden and 
curled naturally? She lay on her right side, 
one hand partly under her cheek, a circum- 
stance to which she probably owed her life, as 
we shall see. The anesthethic was dizzying 
her slowly, but inevitably. As the voice of one 
along way off, she heard the man mutter: 

***By George! she’s off already!’ He was 
not an expert, or the work of deception might 
have been more difficult. He turned to the 
stand, struck a match and lighted a wax eer 
that stood there. In so doing, he removed his 
hand from the cloth he had applied to her nos- 
trils. In a quarter-second, she slipped the 
forefinger of the hand on which her cheek 
rested under the edge of the handkerchief, and 
let in a tiny stream of fresh air. 

**Her head was preternaturally clear when 
the ugly mouth muttered again: ‘We'll see 
how sound you are, my lady! 

** He lif the other hand which lay on the 
coverlet. How was she, an ignorant, untried 
child, io know that it ought to be limp and 
nerveless, if she were insensiblef That she 
made it so is the highest proof of the superior- 
ity of human instinct above that of the brute 
creation I ever heard of. 

“The cool devil—(excuse me, ladies! The 
fittest word will escape the best regulated lips 
at times !}—held the pretty, taper, rosy-tipped 








forefinger of this lax left hand in the flame of 
the candle.” 

A shuddering groan escaped the audience, 
Only Miss Wight uttered no sound. Her 
fingers were interlocked, the blood pressed 
back from her lips. 

Pryor washed bet curiously, in continuing: 

“*She did not flinch, When he let go the 
hand it dropped limply back upon the coverlet. 
Still carrying the taper, he passed around the 
foot of the bed, and beyond it into the spacious 
closet where stood the big trunk. 

‘**My Heroine waited until she heard him 
raise the lid, and, then, the faint jingle of silver. 
She turned her head and saw him bending over 
the trunk, his back to her. With the bound of 
a& young chamois, she sprang across the room, 
locked and bolted him into the closet, and 
screamed for help. 

‘* When her brothers rushed into the cham- 
ber, she was leaning with all her weight 
against the door, the panels of which were 
already split by the shoulders and foot of the 
imprisoned burglar. 

** As I said, the story is too true to be artistic, 
and I should have made more of the most 
dramatic point if the narration had not been 
the means to an end. I designed it as the pre- 
face to the announcement of my engagement to 
the heroine.” 

He could not be heard for one clamorous 
minute. It was Miss Wight’s voice, clear in 
tone, refined in quality, measured and true in 
articulation, that finally made itself distinct. 

** When are we to see the bravest of her sex, 
and take our part in awarding her the honor 
which is her due?” " ~ 34 Sen . 

She faced him as they stooa on the rug; the 
chastened lustre of the wax-lights showed each 
the depths of each others’ eyes, as he replied : 

** You have already met and known her. She 
fainted this evening at the sight of a mouse.” 





Shear Nonsense. 





e- 8 oe 
Fred—I say, Minnie, l’ve got two stalls for a 
matinee this afternoon, Will you go? 
Minnie—Oh, I can’t, Fred; my hat is so 
shabby. 
Fred—Never mind that, my love; teke it off 
when you get in, and the whole of those behind 
you will admire your brains, 


Roland (to a Beefeater, temp: Henry VIII.)— 
You were very attentive to Miss Goldswallow 


just now. May I ask if you are Senator Gold- 


swallow, sir? 
Beefeater—Not much! ’F ain’t ‘alf my eight. 
H:me one of the hextra waiters. 


Ted—She’s a spanking fine girl. 
Ned— Yes ; a schoolma: m. 


Mrs. Kindheart (to humorist who has had his 
right arm amputated at the elbow)— How ever 
will you manage to write now? 

Humorist—With my funny bone, I suppose. 


An English ship which recently entered Vera 
Cruz had seven of its crew laid up with broken 
bones. The mate had been practicing on them 
for a week or two, and he was astonished that 
any complaint should be made. 


An Ohio cow was found inaswamp the other 
day where she had passed thirty-six days and 
nights of anxious waiting. She had grown so 
thin that a man easily picked her up, and it 
took three days to get her full of hay. 


‘* Medical science has made such progress,” 
said the doctor when speaking of his profes- 
sion, *‘that it is almost impossible for anybody 
to be buried alive now,” Then he wondered 
why everybody laughed. 


Edwin— You look as white as the snow that’s 
falling. I could squeeze you to death. 
Angelina— Don't dothat. Sleigh me! 


Bessie—Do you think old Mr. Gaggles has 
any icea of marrying again? 

Maude—I should say he had. He has just 
hired a typewriter. 


Doctor— Old Soak, what are you weeping for? 
Old Soak—I’m weeping because you've for- 
bidden me to smile. 


Fiter—l was astounded to see you writing 
articles in favor of Bilious and Nervine Pills, 

Riter— Yes, and Iam splendidly paid for it. 

Titer— Who pays you? 

Riter—The National Undertakers’ Associa- 
tion. 

‘*My dearest Nelly, I could rot rest until I 
had ccme and made an effort to dispel the 
gloomy thoughts which, to judge from your 
letter of yesterday, threatened to develop 
into suicidal mania. ’Tis true Alfred has jilted 
you, the wretch! Still, try to act like a sens 
ible girl, and look out for another to take h’s 
place.” ‘* Your advice comes too late, darling.” 
‘Good gracious, Nelly, yousurely haven’t taken 
poison?’ ‘* Well, n—n—no; but the fact is, | 
—1 became engaged again yesterday !” 


** John,” she said softly, ‘‘ have you been say- 
ing anything about me to mocher lately?” 
“No,” replied John. ‘*‘Why do you ask?” 
** Because she said this morning she believed 

ou were on the eve of proposing tome. Now, 

do not wish you to speak to mother when you 
have anything of that kind to say. Speak te 
me, and I'll manage the business with mother.’ 
And John said he would. 

He (reading)— Now, that’s what I call com- 
mon sense. She—What’s that, John? He— 
An eminent physician says that if men would 
walk up and down stairs more, they would be 
healthier. She- That's a sensible doctor. By 
the way, I wish you would go down in the 
cellar and bring up a load of wood and some 
coal before you go to bed, John. 


Despite the fact that women lace, wear thin 
shoes and expose their health in a dozen other 
ways, the average of longevity of the female 
sex is increasing. It is doubtless due to their 
obstinacy. 

* Where would you advise me to go to doc- 
tor? I suffer so from insomnia.” 

‘* You'd better go to sleep.” 


Wife— Well, have you found emplermont 
yet? Husband (gloomily)—No; but (brighten- 
ing) we won't freeze. robbed a dude of his 
cane. We'll have wood to burn all winter. 


He—Miss, I love you passionately; may I 
speak to your parents? She—Yes, of course ; 
what else are parents for? 


Mr. Smith, who is one of those gentlemen 
who know, or rather peeene to know, every- 
body, was neatly caught a few days ago. 

“By the way, Smith,” said a friend, ‘is 
Bishop Smith a relation of yours?” 

** Yes,” replied Smith, *‘I don’t exactly know 
what relation; but a distant cousin of some 
sort.” 

“Oh!” remarked the friend, ‘‘there is a 
picture of him in this week’s Illustrated.” 

Smith hastily took up the paper, with honest 
pride on his countenance, and found that his 
distinguished relative was a black gentleman 
and the first Bishop of Tolulu. 


Guest (registering at a Washington hotel on 
the European plan)—Honorable Leander Slo- 
cum Hawbuck, Ketchum's Corners, Back 
County, Illinois, M.C., wich is, Member of 
Congress. 

Clerk (sizing him up)—All right, Mr. Haw- 
buck ; want a dollar and a haif room, I sup- 


se? 
“=. Hawbuck—Well, yes, though I didn’t 
expect to get one for that. Why, last winter 
at the Corners I paid as high as two dollars and 
a half a week fur jest board, while my wife was 
down to her mother's on a visit. But, I ‘spose 
you fellows make special rates to us statesmen. 


Prospective Real Estate Buyer— How is your 
town for health? 

Real Estate Agent --Spiendid! Superb! I 
tell you what, there is not another town in the 
world that will compare with this for health. 

“I notice you have a large cemetery.” 

‘* Yes, but none of them died natural deaths, 
They were mostly shot, hung or poisoned. No, 
sir; no sickness here. Why, it’s a regular 
health resort.” 





PHENIX : 
: LESSIVE 


FOR CLEANING PURPOSES OF 
EVERY DESCRIPTION FF 
HAS NO EQUAL 


Easy, Cheap, Economical 


No household should be without ®& 
Preferab'e and cheaper than soap fe 
the Laundry Toilet or Bath. Perfeetiy 
harmless, no matter how strong it fs 
used. 





MANUFACTURED BY 


I. PICOT 


Paris, France 


For Sale by All Grocers 
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KINDLING WOOD 


DRY 
Delivered prices, C. O. D., viz.: 
13 Crates, $2; 6 Crates, 81; 3 Crates, 60 cents 
Send post card or call at VIOILL & HARVIE’S, 20 
Sheppard Street. Telephone No. 1570. 





TEMPLE OF FASHION 





455 Queen Street West. 
~ | REMOVED 


We are clearing out a line of | 
OVERCOATS at $15, the cheapest | TO 
in the city. Made to order and | 


got up in first-class style, a at 207 Yonge Street 


guaranteed. 
ae | OPPOSITE ALBERT ST. 


455 QUEEN ST. WEST. 
New Remedy 


SPRING 1889 


Plush, Toilet and Faney Boxes Ghapped Hands 


Leather Dressing and Jewelry Cases, | 
Desks, Stationery Cases, Writing Pads | 
Cuffs and Collar Boxes, Hair, Cloth and | 
Hat Brushes, Combs, Ete., also a stock of | 
Faney Baskets and Christmas Hampers. 


} 
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PRICES RIGHT! = ¥£3M 











Now arriving new designs in 





Call and In-pect our Stock 


H. E.CLARKE&Co 


TRUNK AND BaG MANUFACTURERS 


105 KING STREET WEST, 





IT DRIES INSTANTLY 
IT WHITENS THE SKIN 





Price, ©5 cEnts 


Stuart W, Johnston, Toronto 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS 


















REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 

Its Durability and ease of manipulation are | 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world. | 


If interested, send for full report 
GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 
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For Mental «& Physical Exhaustion 


This preparation has all the well-known 
tonic and nutritive properties of Beef, Iron 
and Wine, together with the stimulating 
effects of Coca Wine. It increases the 
vigor of the intellect, nerves and muscles ; 
sustains strength in the absence of food ; 

roduces healthy sleep; is therefore the 
Cest-knows restorative for convalescents; 
and is not followed by any evil effécts such. 
as langor and d-pression. Adult Dose— 
One tablespoonful between meals, or when 
\ fatigued or exhausted. 
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OUR CELEBRATED “ GOLD LABEL” 





OKEEFE & CO. 
Brewers, Maltsters & Bottlers 
SPECIALTIES—Warranted equal to best brewed in any 
country. ENGLISH HOPPED ALES in wood 
bottles. XXX STOUT im wood and bottle. PILSES 
| LAGER. 

















BINGHAM’S PHARMAcy | Life-fiving St. Leon Mineral Water 


160 Vonge Street, Torente,. 


JOHN FLETCHER 
IRON AND STEEL WORK 


Roofs, Girders, Beams, Stairs, Columns, and al 








ITS SALE UNPRECEDENTED 


Some of Many Reasons Why 


It contains seventeen of the rarest 
known elements of molecular hfe, 











kinds of Tron Wcurk for Bui'ding Purpose essence of blood, muscle, flesh and 
po entl bone. 
OFFICE : It absorbs and throws from the 


system poisoned tisue, uric aetd, 
etc , quenching Bright’s disease and 
diabetes a- water drowns fire. 

It electrifies the nerve and vital 
forces, radiates our vast net work of 
arterial mileage. The lowest worn 
eut systems and even those of fair 
health are transformed to strength 
and joy unsyeakable. 

Professors, Analyste and Deetors 
say ‘impossible to say too much ta 
ite praise.” 


ALL JAMES GOOD & CO. 
THE TORONTO NEWS COMPANY |220 Yonge St. and 101 King St. West 


PUBLISHERS’ AGENTS LE PROPRIETORS FOR ONTARIO 


530 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


NEW BOOKS | 


THE ROGUE—By W. E. Norris 
A FLIGHT TO FRANCE—By Jules Verne 


A WITCH OF THE HILLS—By Florence 
Warden 


Canadian Copyrizht | ditions, 30c. Each 








FOR SALE BY ALL BOOESELLERS 
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THE Toronto SaTurDAY NIGHT 








BDMUND #£. SHEPPARD, - - Editor. i 











SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers, 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
ip y TELEPHONE No. 1709. 





Subscriptions will be received on the following terms: 
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No subscription taken for less than three months. 
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a Home Influences. 





' 

There is great danger that in the rush and 
fi whirl of modern life the value of home influ- 
14 ences and the homely joys of the fireside will 
be overlooked. Nowadays every man is a poli- 
tician and interested in public affairs. Business 
fs more exigent than formerly, and it intrudes 
' upon the hours formerly held sacred to the 
{ domestic circle. The caucus and the lodge 
meeting, the club and the public gathering en- 
gross a continually increasing share of our 
leisure time and draw men away from their 
hearthstones and families. There are many 
who are by no means dissipated or irregular 
tn their habits, who seldom or never spend 
an evening in the house. There is always 
something to take them down town. This is 
not a healthy state of affairs. It is the special 
H pride of Anglo-Saxon civilization that it 
: cherishes the home and fosters and develops 
home life and the domestic virtues. Public 
spirit is an admirable trait, and it is always 
well that men should mix freely with their fel- 
lows and avoid becoming recluses and misan- 
thropes. But is there not danger of the 
opposite tendency being carried too far? It is 
not fair to the wife and mother that she should 
be condemned to pass long, lonely evenings 
while the head of the house is hardly at home 
long enough to make the acquaintance of his 
children, It would be better to be a little less 
anxious about which set of politicians rules the 
country, and to let lodge-night pass occasion- 
ally without putting in an appearance, just to 
spend a quiet evening at home. 
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Caste Prejudices. 





| 


society that it tends to foster prejudices of 
caste, whic ought to have no place in a 
democratic country like Canada. Some people 
are never tired of railing at those who partici- 


i It is an accusation often brougnt against 


| too fast for such workmanship. 





ans 


pate in the pleasures of refined society as snobs | 
and would-be aristocrats, who look with con- | 
tempt upon honest industry, and estimate 
every man’s worth by the length of his pedigree 
or his purse. There are people no doubt who 
are fairly open to criticism of this sort. But | 
' the worship of blue blood is by no means a 
characteristic of Canadian society. As a rule | 
: it takes aman or woman at their face value. | 
Si So long as he orshe is well-behaved, affable and 
i willing to conform to the rules of etiquette and 
good taste it troubles itself very little as to who 
their ancestors were, or how they came by 
their money. There is perhaps no country in 
the world where there is less of what can 
properly be termed class feeling. People who 
have made their way by the most ‘‘plebeian” 
(according to the Old Country standard) voca- 
tions pass within its circle unchallenged, if 
otherwise unexceptionable. There is no such 
thing as ‘caste,’ strictly speaking, in our 
social life. Of course, an absolute boor or | 
sloven will be certain to find the doors of the 
best houses closed against him—and he is 
very apt to lay the flattering unction to his 
soul that he is ostracized on account of | 
his humble origin or trade. But the line is 
drawn as a rule onthe entirely different ground 
of personal disqualification on account of habits | 
or demeanor inconsistent with refined social | 
intercourse. Extreme poverty is, of course, in 
the very nature of things, a bar to mixing in 
society—but short of this money is not an 
essential. There are many who have the entree 
to the mansions of our leading magnates who 
f are barely able to keep their heads above water 
‘ and have none of those advantages of birth or 
wealthy connections, which often supply the 
I place of personal wealth, as a passport to 
j favor. It is extremely difficult to define the 
; qualities which fit anyone for society, or the 
reasons why some are admitted and others | 
apparently their equals excluded. Perhaps no 
closer definition is possible than that given by 
; Dr. Johnson, when he said that the requisite 
for admission to a club was that the applicant 
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should be a ‘‘clubbable man.” But at all | 
events it is not caste prejudice that excludes | 
anyone. 
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We are all dissatisfied. The only difference 
is that some of us sit down in the squalor of 
our dissatisfaction, while others make a ladder 
of it. 


Young people should never forget that they | 
have their brains and hands, while the | 
power of the brainsand hands remains, Actual | 
money yielding capital more satisfying than 
Consols. 


in 


| It is bad policy to be haughty, repellant, 
u unsocial. The mc ‘resolute aspirant to wealth 
or position may stumble as he climbs, and, if 

i no one stretches out a finger to save him, may | 

{ roll headlong to a depth far below the point 
A lift for a lift is the 


from which he started. 
business rule of to-day. 


A difference between honorable and dishon- 
orable competition is the conduct of the victor | 
to the vanquished. Some men rise above 
: others only to crush them—others to lift and 
e exalt them. Some boast with noisy triumph 
a and scorn those who are left behind; others | 
have ‘‘a way of making people feel comfort- 
able.” One artist who has risen high in public | 
favor uses his influence to depreciate the works | 
of his brother artists; another takes them by | 
me ti the hand and gives them courage for fresh en- 
deavors. 


| with most 
| singing and the choice of its subjects re- 


| upon an encore just for this effect. 
| sweetness of Miss Campbell's voice, and her 


| More and More, which was composed expressly 


| her rendering of With Verdure Clad, 


| art could suggest was given in perfection. | 


| precision with which each note dropped like | 


TORONTO SATURDAY 





There has been no dearth of musical sub- 
jects during the last week, events having 
crowded each other rather too closely for my 
own personal comfort ; for m¥ loyalty to the 
intelligent readers of this column has made me 
anxious to see and hear everything so that I 
might be able to give true and faithful ac- 
counts of my sensations at the events which 
have occurred. The first was the amateur 
performance of Maritana which I shall dis- 
miss with very few words. Like all amateur 
performances it was better in its musical than 
in its histrionic details, the honors going to Miss 
Jardine Thompson as Maritana, and to Mr. W. 
Harold Parr as Don Jose. The lady was gay 
and sprightly, and sang very prettily—the 
gentleman was tragic and sinister, and 
sang very acceptably—all as it should 
be. The other characters were nicely done, 
especially Lazarillo, by Mrs. Guerin, whose 
singing was much superior to her costume, 
which certainly resembled that of no boy in 
the world, except possibly that of a Russian 
moujik. Old dwellers of Bay street may, how- 
ever, remember a youngster in the fifties, who 
afterwards figured incidentally in a hotly con- 
tested question of Provincial politics, who, I 
verily believe, was kept in skirts until he was 
eight or nine years old. He was the only 
being I ever saw in the shape of a boy 
who looked like this Lazarillo. Criticism, 
as such, is so obviously out of place con- 
cerning a performance like Maritani, that 
little remains to be said, except general 
praise for the degree of success attained 
under circumstances not altogether conducive 
to perfection. The chorus sang remarkably 
well when it is considered that no guiding hand 
was visible, though that of Mme. Stuttaford 
was audible at the piano, and did yeoman ser- 
vice in holding her forces together. 

* 


The same evening—Thursday, February 14— 
Mr. Vogt’s thoughtful lecture on Wagner and 
his school was delivered at the College of 
Music to a very large audience, who sureiy 
received new light on the aims and aspira- 
tions of a man whose music is supposed by 
those who have not heard it to be an alter- 
nation of noise and dreariness, so much has 
his work been maligned and caricatured. 
For myself, though, I have not heard much of 
his music, I must say I have not heard a single 
uninteresting bar, though I believe that had he 
lived in America, he never could have elabor- 
ated and interwoven his themes as deliberately 
as hehasdone., Our life and its influences on 
all who come under its irresistible pressure is 
Its beauty, 
however, must be admitted by all tone-lovers, 
and Mr. Vogt is doing good service by placing 
before us Wagner's int:llectual as well as his 
merely sensuous side. The illustrative playing 
of Mr. Vogt on the organ and Mr. Field on the 
piano were valuable adjuncts and displayed 
the technical and artistic resources of these 
gentlemen admirably. Mlle. Adele Strauss and 
Mr. Schuch also contributed to the interest of 
the evening by their well rendered vocal selec- 


tions. 
* 


Friday brought in its train the conversazione 
at the University, in whose enjoyment music 
is no mean factor. And the root of this 
factor, so to speak, is the University Glee 
Club, which sang admirably. It was steady 
in tone and time, under splendid discipline 
and performed its shading and phrasing 
commendable unanimity. Its 


flected great credit upon its conductor, 
Mr. Schuch. The programmes of the two 
concerts generally were very good and were 
well carried out. Mrs. Mackelcan and Miss 


| Campbell both sang with grace and artistic 
| finish, the different timbre of their voices pro- 


viding an agreeablecontrast. Mrs. Mackelcan’s 
happy way of responding to encores by seating 
herself at the piano and dashing off an 
impromptu ballad was indeed charming, and 
were I not already conquered by her fine voice 
and delivery, I think I should always insist 
The rare 


excellent vocalization ensured her a hearty and | 
well-deserved reception. Mons. Boucher has 
been surprising all his friends of late by the great | 
improvement in his playing, and on Friday 
evening he excelled himself. His tone has be- 
come broader and fuller, and his bowing seems | 
to have acquired new certainty and ease, and 
above all his conception of his pieces has be- | 
come more artistic and elegant. Mr. Mundie 
seemed somewhat oppressed with nervousness, 
but nevertheless he sang very sweetly aud with | 
considerably feeling. Mr. Schuch was in good | 
voice, and made a hit with his song and encore | 
piece. The readings by Miss Nora Coleman 
were much admired, showing a reserve of 
power and feeling which, combined with a 
pleasing appearance, made a most favorable 
impression. The accompaniments were excel- 
lently played by Mme. Boucher and Messrs. | 
Vogt and Fairclough. 





The second Albani concert brought out all | 
the enthusiasts and a great manv of the 
fashionables, and was to me more enjoyable 
than the first one. Her support seemed to feel | 
more at home, and Mr. Foote, especially, sang 
well and worked up a fine climax in Tosti's | 





for him. Mme. Albani was in splendid voice, 
and never sang better in Toronto. I never 
heard a more magnificent bit of singing than 


Every 
coloring of tone, every shade of intensity, | 
every detail of phrasing that the highest | 


I can imagine nothing omitted in that marvel- 
lous rendition. And then the exquisite ease and | 


a pearl! The utmost refinement of vocaliza- 
tion was combined with the dignity and depth 
of feeling requisite for the ideal oratorio de- 
livery. Her Caro Nome, probably her most 
difficult number, was sung with such cer- 
tainty and decision, as almost to make it belli- 
cose, so triumphant was its swing. Aw reste, 
her encore pieces were delightful, particularly 
the Souvenir du Jeune Age, with its pathetic 





| bass. 


| been heaped upon him, 


| honored guest for two years. 


plea: Rendez-moi ma Patrie. Miss Daiman’s 
singing was excellent, notably the Gavotte from 
Mignon, and as for Sig. Bevignaui’s accompani- 
ments, who did not admirethem? Mr. Barrett’s 
excellent flute playing avd his wonderful skill 
should come in for strong praise, which I cheer- 
fully accord, but in my heart of hearts, I hate the 
‘melancholy flute,” with its plaintive, suffer- 
ing, passive toots. That Mme. Albani may 
once more come here before she crosses the 
ocean is a wish that I am sure finds an echo in 
hundreds of hearts in Toronto. 
* 
Not only as a singer does Mme. Albani exer- 


NIGHT. 











cise a powerful charm; as a woman, as a lady |” 


of the salon her gifts are equally potent. A 
couple of interviews with which I was favored, 
produced a strong impression on me. First of 
all, the warm, unaffected hand clasp of wel- 
come, which makes you feel on terms of 
friendship at once and removes all idea of that 
divinity that doth hedge a great prima donna; 
next you observe the sweet, gentle smile— 
not a lip-smile, but a smile in which kindli- 
ness and wohlwollen beam from the é¢yes— 
and the gracious ease of the lady of the world, 
flitting from guest, to guest, saying just the 
right words in the right place, beginning and 
ending the conversation without the slightest 
effort. When you have become used to follow- 
ing her motions and hearing the sweet, low, 
trainante voice, with its prettiest and most 
| caressing of French accents you again notice 
what first strikes all who see Mme. Albani or 
her photographs. I mean the weight and ful- 
ness over the eye, which indicates a strength 
and nobility of character, and firmness of pur- 
pose, and high principle, not suggested by the 
gentleness of her other features, She has the 
royal gift of saying something to you that is so 
appropriate to your own individuality that you 
fancy for the moment that she has been mak- 
ing a special study of you and knows all about 


you. * 


Her kindness and encouragement of young 
aspirants to vocal honors is proverbial, and 
was not wanting in Toronto. On Monday 
evening, one of our most popular singers came 
up to me with eyes at once beaming with 
honest pride and dewy with emotion, and 
exclaimed : ‘Sie hat mich gekuesst! Sie hat 
mich gekuesst!” This young lady went to the 
dressing-room and was received most kindly 
by Mme. Albani, and complimented upon the 
favorable report presented by Sig. Bevignani, 
who had heard the young lady sing. After 
many gentle words of praise and encouragement 
she dismissed her with a kiss of which our 
young vocalist is reasonably proud. I intro- 
duced two young ladies to her, of whom one in 
an excess of fervid enthusiasm and admiration 
kissed the diva’s hands. Mme. Albani at once 
drew the lady to her, and bestowed a sweet 
kiss upon her fair cheek (it was passing fair! ), 
and then saluted the sister in like manner. Her 
visit here was full of such kindly and gentle 
acts. The incense of praise that has been 
burned at her feet for twenty years has left 
her unspoiled. 


The indivisibility of matter was strikingly 
exemplified on Saturday evening when I could 
not be in two places at once, whereby I lost the 
pleasure of seeing the immense audience in the 
Pavilion which greeted the quarterly concert 
of the Conservatory, and whereby I also missed 
the pleasure of hearing some most promising 
students, by all accounts. There can be no 
doubt that the Conservatory has shown to 
great advantage at this concert, and I hear 
nothing but praise cn all sides. 

* 


Buffalo has a new string quartette. Toronto 
also has one, but it is only incidental, If I 
were one of its members, I should hire a hall, 
prepare a programme, and issue invitations to 
well-known music lovers, and give a concert— 
that is, if my confreres and my friends could 
play well enough. Gentlemen executants of 
the gentle art, blow your own trumpets, and 
let us know what you can do. If you don't do 
the blowing act, no one will do it for you, and 
as it is most to, your interest, do it yourselves, 
and let us know that you are alive. 

METRONOME, 





ANNOUNCEMENTS, 


Next Tuesday, February 26, the Philharmonic 
Society gives Handel's great oratorio Samson, 
with a chorus of 300 voices and 65 pieces in the 
orchestra. Miss Hortense Pierse of New York 
will be the soprano, Mlle Adele Strauss con- 
tralto, Chas. A. Rice of New York, and A. E. 
Dent of Toronto tenors, D. M. Babcock of 
Boston and #. W. Warrington of Toronto 
With this array of talent and the 
deservedly high reputation of the society, the 


| success of the concert is a matter of certainty. 


The great cornetist, l.evy, and his European 
concert company, will appear in the Pavilion, 
Monday evening, March 4. The excellence of 


| the company and the very moderate prices, 


should certainly attract a good house. Those 
who have yet to hear his wonderful music ; see 
his complete mastership of the instrument; 
his manipulation of the pistons, and mar- 
vellous tongueing, will not hesitate to concede 
his eminent right to all the honors that have 
It may be interesting 
to know that when the present Emperor of 
Germany was Crown Prince, Mr. Levy was his 
Mr. Levy, who 
has won so many triumphs all over Europe, 
Australia, and America, may be quite sure 
that the taste for music of the highest class, 
which is so marked a characteristic of this 
community, will afford him prompt recognition 
of his ability. 

The combined Band Concert of the Queen's 
Own Rifles and the 13th Battalion of Hamilton, 
which takes place next Thursday evening, 
February 28, will be a notable event. Miss 
Clara E. Barnes of Buffalo, will be the soloist, 


| and the programme, which is before me, is an 


exceedingly interesting one. Mr. J. Bayley 
will be the musical conductor, and as Toronto 
takes such pride in her band, in fact the pro- 
ceeds are for its encouragement, it should lead 
them to select this entertainment as one 
doubly worthy of their patronage. 





On the Slow & Creep Railroad. 
Conductor —Fare, sir. Where are you going? 
Innocent Passenger—Going? Why, I didn’t 

know we were going. Well, I’m glad of it. 


A small but enthusiastic audience greeted 
Shamus O'Brien last Monday night at the 
Grand. What it lacked in quality was made 
up in fervor. 
of patriotic eloquence, all references to Ireland! 
Liberty ! Freedom! all fairly good or atrociously 
bad acting were, with admirable impartiality, 
heartily applauded. 


The plot of the play was unnatural. A young 
lady of the landlord class falls in love with one 
of the tenantry, a big rollicking country lad 
with nothing on earth to recommend him but 
his fighting weight, about one hundred and 
sixty pounds, and the irresistiblé inclination he 
manifests to knock people down. Tne love story 
runs through the whole play and ends in theen- 
tirely original finale of marriage. The counter- 
plot with the usual villain is shown forth 
in the person of an evicted tenant who turns 
informer, is in the pay of an English lieutenant 
(who is in love with the heroine), and works 
unheard-of mischief until he is providentially 
shot. I admired very much the acting of Mr. 
Cahill as Shandrach O’Finn. I couldn’t help 
wishing he hadn’t been quite so horrible. I 
thought I could stand anything after La Tosca 
in the line of horrors, but O’Finn’s diabolical 
politeness and too realistic villainy wasn’t a 
thing I care to see three nights and a matinee. 

* 


Miss Walsh as the patriotic heroine showed 
decided talent. Her somewhat stagey atti 
tudes are redeemed by real vigor and life in 
the delivery of her lines. Miss Fanny Osborne 
sang a native Irish song in that rich Celtic, 
“which,” according to Shamus, “ was spoken 
before Italian was printed or Moses went 
bulrushing.” Shamus O’Brien was prubably 
more correct in this statement than he ever 


imagined. 
* 


The songs were good on the whole. Mr. 
Verner’s Live in My Heart and Pay No Rent, 
and another that was evidently original, were 
especially welcomed. 


* - 

Some of the scenes were very effective, such 
as Shamus’ farewell to his mother, his welcome 
home, and the pathetic rendering of Come 
Back to Erin, the graceful exit of Shandrach at 
the end of the first act, aided thereto by the 
toe of Shamus’ boot, and the last cheerful 
scene when a gallows and impending execution 
held the boards. 


I felt nervous during the first act. A gun 
was left on the stage floor pointing right at me, 
and Miss Wentworth showed such a decided 
inclination to tread on it that I wanted to go 
out. I couldn’t see exactly the dramatic use of 
that gun, and as an ornament it was a failure, 
I am happy to be able to chronicle the success- 
ful result of its waiting so long on the floor. 
The O’Finn was shot at the end by that very 


gun. 
e 


The other actors were passable; some good, 
some bad, some indifferent; mostly bad. 
* 


The terrors of the Cattle King still weighed 
like a nightmare on my chest when I took my 
seat at the Toronto Opera House to witness 
Over the Garden Wall, a musical extravaganza. 


The title of this piece speaks largely for 
itself. The plot is immaterial, and the perform- 
ance is largely made up of variety business ; 
but the piece is good of its kind, and the fun, 
mos‘ly of the rough-and-tumble description, 
is fast and furious enough to drive away the 
blues. It seems impossible, apparently, to pro- 
duce a play of this class without introducing 
the inevitable Irish female domestic, and Mr. 
James Russell’s Bridget is certainly very funny 
indeec|, and his efforts were well appreciated. 
Mr. Mason’s impersonation of the drunken hus- 
band is coarse and not at all humorous, though 
his ac;ing generally is good. The remainder 
of the cast are about on a par, and perhaps 
the least said about their singing the better. 
They all help to keep the fun at fever point, 
and play well together. A word is due to Mr. 
Bruno’s comic recitations. The Discovery of 
America in Anglo-Italian is a decided hit. 
Miss Rosita Worrel is bright and amusing and 
throws much vivacity into her work. 

7. 


The Canadian composer, for whom SATURDAY 
NIGHT was hunting at Christmas time to write 
the music for some three or four hundred comic 
operas, which bright young Canadians have 
penned, has turned up in the person of Mr. 
Clarence Lucas, teacher of composition in the 
College of Music. Mr. Lucas has written the 
music for Mr. J. W. Bengough’s clever satirical 
libretto Puff & Co., which is sparkling with the 
bits of tingling verse and patter songs for 
which pretty, catchy music can be written. 
There are numerous choruses of equal strength. 
Mr. Lucas has proved an able collaborateur, and 
there seems to be no good reason why the 


names of J. W. Bengough and Clarence Lucas 
should not become as prominent in the operatic 
world as those of Gilbert and Sullivan. In 
all probability the opera will be produced by 
Toronto amateurs in the spring. 


DRAMATIC NOTES, 


Mme, Emma Albani will make her New York 


debut in the fifth and last Seidl concert, which 
takes place at Steinway Hall on Saturday, 
March 2. 


Mr. G. Sargent has undertaken a commission 
from Mr. Irving to paint a portrait of Ellen 
Terry. Mr. Irving stipulated that the lady 


was to be painted as she appears in private 
life, but the artist, while present at the first 
night of Macbeth, was so enchanted with Miss 
Terry's appearance in the beetlewing robes 
that he made a hasty sketch, and sent it to the 
actress as a suggestion for the portrait. Miss 
Terry was quite delighted with the idea, and 
promised to talk over Mr, Irving. The picture 
is to be life-size, with the elaborate Lyceum 
scenery, for a background, and Mr. Sargent 
confidently hopes to achieve a great artistic 
triumph. 


All worthy sentiments, ail bursts |. 





Vers de Societie. 





THE SACRIFICE, 
For Saturday Night. 


Only a rosebud, withered and brown ! 

It has lain on my heart through the long, sad night ; 
What marvel then if so fierce.a heat 

Has scorched and shrivelled ite dainty white? 


We had wandered away from the heat and the gare ; 
From the restless, chattering, curious crowd ; 

And she gave it me in an alcove where, 

Over her bouquet, our heads were bow’d. 


I thought she must hear my heart's wild throb, 
As she laid her flower on my trembling palm ; 
While I could have cursed her —sitting serene— 
She looked 80 faultlessly cold and calm. 


But she suddenly lifted her long white lids, 
And her eyes met mine for a moment 8 spaee, 
And I saw all her love in their radiant depths, | 
While the crimson flooded her fair young face. 


Thena hush—pain-burthened—upon us fell ; 
For she might not tell, and I dared not ask. 
Oh, Honor ! that bids us a life’s hope slay, 
You almost set us too hard a task. 


Together we rose, and in silence cought 
The chattering crowd, and without one sign 
We parted there, and this withered bud 

Is all that remains of that dream of mine. 





THE DECISION. 
They stand beneath the shaded jixht of lamps 
That swing from crystal roofs, o’er palms and ferns ; 
In the soft gloom about them lilies gleam, 
And near them many a curious cactus burns. 


Around are beauteous roses, and the forms 
Of strange, fantastic orchids from far lands ; 
Among the ferns a sparkling fountain springs, 
And shrined in green a snowy statue stands. 


So- flower-girt—seem they like that earliest pair 

In Eden ere the exiling sentence fell. 

Silent—and why? Flushed brow and trembling lip 
And drooping lid—dew-burthened—show full well. 


The old, old story—and for good or ill, 

Now, for all time, her answer must decide. 
He proudly waits ; she vaccillating stands. 
Shall it be yea, or nay ; true love or pride? 


A waltz’s passion thrills the odorous air. 








cn eh lg SN tec a RAR EMEA I Ea ay 


In the bright distance airy dancers trip. 2 , 


Or yea or nay? Love only, or all this ? 
The die is cast, and trembling lips meet lips 
MAURICE ORMOND. 


To a Flirt. 


For Saturday Night. 
You frowned when last we met. Not so 
You met me some short months ago ; 
For then both eye and brow were clear. 
Until you knew I held you dear 
You watched each idle word beguile ; 
—Our spirits kissed at every smile—- 
But when you knew me wholly won 
You laughed and said your sport was done. 
Then need you frown because you heard 
From lips that loved—a bitter word 
And pass me coldly by? Not so 
You passed me some short months ago. 

UNIVERSITY COLLEGE. MBRRONNE. 


Futurity. 





For Saturday Night. 

What of our life when this frail flesh lies low 
A withered clod, and the free soul has burst 
Through the world-fetters? Not of souls accuraed 

With body-lusts that mar them, those who sow 

Evil, and reap the harvest, and who bow 
At Mammon’s golden shrine, but those who thirst 
For Truth, and see not—spirits deep immersed 

In doubt and trouble,—hearts that fain would know ? 


The soul is satiefied. The Spirit trained 
For the Divine, because the Beautiful 
Now, with the body gone, free and unstained, 
Doubts swept away like clouds of scattering wool 
Before a blast,—e’er Heaven's pure paths are trod 
Is perfected to understand its God. 
NEWCASTLE, N. B. Soruis M. ALMON. 


The Mother’s Story. 





It was Christmas. All the night time, long and dreary, 
We had wandered in the cold and somber street 
Till our very hearts were growing faint and weary, 
Aye, a8 weary as our tired and aching feet. 
But when the morning came and all the bells were ringing 
And were caroling, ‘‘ Good will and peace on earth,” 
And within the grand cathedrals choirs were singing, 
And the air seemed full of merriment and mirth, 
Then we drifted, ‘neath the dim sepulchral wreathing 
Of the snow. flakes, to a hallway, shadowed o'er, 
And we listened to our babe’s uncertain breathing, 
And we watched to hear it cease forevermore. 


Oh, our little one, our blossom, frail and pretty ! 
How untiringly, for her sake, had we plead, 

Searching ever through the vast unfriendly city, 
Seeking vainly but to earn our dai'y bread ! 

But it seemed the right of working was denied us, 
And we could not even toil for her we loved ; 

And we saw her tender spirit droop beside us, 
Seeming, hour by hour, more helplessly removed. 

O ye bells! ye merry bells in yonder steeple ! 
Are ye mocking us, I wonder, here below, 

That ye ring so loud, while countless starving people 
Wander drearily, not knowing where to go? 


And when Christmas dawned the cruel men bereft us 
Of the bare and lonely spot we called our home, 
And we found no better fate our life had left us, 
Than a place beneath the skies wherever to roam. 
But my babe was on my bosom still remaining, 
And I clasp her yet more closely in my arm, 
And my very heart leaped out as it were straining 
To encompass her, and save her from all harm— 
Butin vain. My heart was strong, oh, strong to love her; 
But it could not keep the piercing blast away. 
And so, even while our faces bent above her, 
She had closed her eyes, and slumbered as she lay. 


Now I grow more calm ; I have no tears for weeping— 

Nay, I scarcely mourn Jhe loss of her dear life, 
And it seemeth even well to see her sleeping 

Far away from all the tumult and the strife. 
For this world is very bleak and fu 1 of sorrow, 

And its thorns would surely wound her tender feet. 
Better, far, a tranquil grave, where each to-morrow 

Brings no grieving, only quiet, pure and sweet. 
But my heart—ah me, my lonely heart is sighing, 

As it droops in speechless woe within my breast— 
‘‘ Ah, that I, like thee, my little one, were lying 

In the silence of a deep, unbroken rest.” 

ee 

True goodness is not without that germ of 
greatness which can bear with patience the 
mistakes of the ignorant and the censures of 
the malignant. The approbation of God is her 


exceeding great reward, and she would not 
debase a-thing so precious to her by an 


association with the contaminating plaudits of 
man, 


AARNE 
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Noted People. 


Queen Natalie of Servia has received permis- 
gion to see her young son at Bucharest, but the 
Minister of War and two officers must be 
present at all their meetings. 

The divine Sarah Bernhardt, it seems, can 
occasionally descend to very mean vengeance 
on those who affront her. Once, at Catana, 
she had only been invited to appear at a single 
night's representation, and, furious at such 
want of appreciation on the part of the towns- 
folk, she went up to her bedroom the. last 
minute before departing by train, and emptied 
a large ink-bottle into the bed ! 

The new Japanese Minister at Washington, 
Mr. Mentau, has one of the most beautiful 
homes and interesting households in Washing- 
ton. His wife is a bright and refined woman, 
but a little timid because she does not speak 
English. He is a scholarly man, and well in- 
formed concerning the affairs of the United 
States and politics of Europe, as well as topics 
connected with his own country. He talks 
English but little, but is improving rapidly by 
experience. They have three children, two 
sons and a daughter fourteen years old. 


Mrs. Margaret W. Deland, author of John 
Ward, Preacher, one of the three religious 
novels which have attracted so much atten- 
tion, is only about thirty years of age. She is 
said to be so devoid of the usual vanity of 
genius that her first poem got into print with- 
out her knowledge, and so conscientious that 
she re-wrote John Ward six times before it 
passed into the printer’s hands. Mrs. Deland 
lives on Mount Vernon street, Boston, where 
she has a happy home, and is fortunate in be- 
ing aided in her work by the kindly criticism 
of her husband, 

Ouida once naively remarked that ‘“‘ England 
has produced three great novelists—Thackeray, 
George Eliot, and myself!” This historic bit 
of egotism was recently surpassed by Mr. Edgar 
Fawcett, as he sat in his boudoir surrounded 
by smoke, Saltus, and someattendant satellites. 
The question under discussion was contempor- 
ary fiction. Mr. Fawcett gave it as his decided 
opinion that none of the works of modern 
novelists would live. Observing that this 
sweeping assertion was coldly received, he 
added: ‘‘I think, however, that I have written 
some books that fill the requirements of the 
future.” 

Kaiser William II. has celebrated the thir- 
tieth year of his existence in this vale of tears, 
having been,born on the 27th of January, 1859. 
But his health is far from satisfactory. The 
slightest change in the weather brings on the 
acute pain in his ear, which, it must be ad- 
mitted, he bears with considerable fortitude, 
but which prevents him from sleeping, except 
through the aid of morphine. Unfortunately 
he is obliged to inject increasing doses of the 
drug, and the effect on his temperament 
throughout the day is plainly noticeable. 
During these periods of irritation nothing 
soothes him more than the performance of 
classical music. 

Bertinatti, who was formerly Italian Minis- 
ter at The Hague, used to tell a very funny 
story of once having supper with the Dutch 
King. Roasted onions, cold game, champagne 
and gin was the fare provided, and there was a 
regular tussle between the Sovereign and the 
diplomatist for the onions, both gentlemen be- 
ing very fond of that strong-smelling esculent. 
The King devoured three while the snuffy old 
Italian was engaged in mumbling one. At 
length it came to the last onion, and Berti- 
natti, to claim it as his own, took out his box 
and covered it with snuff, murmuring: ‘‘ Par- 
don, Sire,” and stretched out his very unclean 
paw to grasp the coveted treasure; but the 
King was too quick for him, and snatching up 
the onion he bolted it, snuff and all, grumbling, 
* C'est tres bien ! c'est tres bien!” 





Wilkie Collins has been in such poor health 
of late that he has spent nearly a year on his 
new novel, The Lord Harry, which various 
American syndicates are fighting to obtain for 
publication. It is said that the idea of Robert 
Louis Stevenson’s Suicide Club originated with 
him. Years ago Mr. Collins wrote a short 
story. The plot was based on the idea of aman 
who gave weekly club dinners where-all the 
guests were men looking for an expeditious 
way of leaving the world. In this dinner there 
was always served one poisoned dish. The 
‘host, having selected the victim for the night, 
would press various delicacies upon his guest, 
which were politely refused. The poisoned 
-dish was not offered, and of this the would-be 
suicide would generally partake, with fatal 
results. Mr. Stevenson, in the Suicide Club, 
has the president deal out a pack of cards. 
‘One card is for the victim and one for the 
executioner. The similarity of these plots 
must be something more than a coincidence. 


A Calcutta correspondent of an English 
journal gives her impressions of Lord and 
Lady Lansdowne at their first reception as 
follows: ‘* The Viceroy scarcely noticed us at 
all, and Lady Lansdowne only vouchsafed a 
slight nod. Very unlike Lady Dufferin, I hear, 
who used always to make a very low courtesy 
to all the ladies as they passed. After the pre- 
sentation was over, we walked about the ball- 
room where the mankind joined us. I hear 
all the presentations were got through in 
three-quarters of an hour, and some ladies, 
who were told by their friends not to go very 
early on account of the crush, found they were 
too late. There were some very pretty gowns, 
and a few with court trains ; but on the whole, 
I was disappointed. I even saw sore high- 
necked walking dresses. I certainly think 
feathers and veil ought to be compulsory. 
Perhaps Lady Lancdowne caught sight of a 
high dress at the beginning, which made her 
decide that a curtsey would be wasted on the 
recipient.” 

The following anecdote records a memorable 
interview between the ex-Empress Eugenie and 
Madame von Bismarck, then Countess Bis- 
marck, The ex-Empress was accustomed to 
spend a certain portion of the year at Biarritz, 
where a toy palace had been erected for her at 
great expense, and one afternoon, just as she 
and her ladies were preparing for a great game 
of romps, of which she was childishly fond, and 
chairs were being brought out and arranged 
on the beach for the purpose, a lord-in-waiting 
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brought into the presence three strange figures, 
very dowdily dressed, and presented them as 
Madame and Mesdemoiselles von Bismarck. 
They were dressed in black straw hats tied 
under the chin, very plain and odd-looking 
gowns, and exhibited most tremendous beetle- 
crushers in the way of footgear. The ex-Empre3s 
Eugenie was so tickled at the contrast between 
these scarecrow figures and her own brilliant 
ladies that she burst out into the French equiv- 
alent for ‘‘Good Heavens! what dreadful 
beetle-crushers,” and the whole court roared 
with laughter. The Bismarcks did not move a 
muscle at this ridicule, but they stayed a very 
short time and communicated the insult to the 
man of blood and iron, who never forgot or for- 
gave it, and no doubt the Emperor Napoleon 
III. had later to rue the consequences of his 
wife's ill-timed pleasantry. 

It is worthy of note that some of the richest 
women in New York society to-day were poor 
girls when they married. Mrs. Cornelius Van- 
derbilt, who was Miss Gwynne, was quite 
without fortune. Mrs. W. K. Vanderbilt was 
Miss Alva Smith, and came of a Mobile family, 
good but impecunious. She had scarcely fin- 
ished her school life when she met and 
married the second son of the great millionaire, 
thereby making a fortune for herself and 
greatly aiding her relatives, for Mr. Vanderbilt 
has been always generous to his wife’s people, 
giving them a house to live in, and finally be- 
stowing a dot upon his sister-in-law, to enable 
her to become Mme. de Fontenilliat. Mrs, 
Frederick Vanderbilt, who was a Miss An- 
thony, was far from being rich, but was in 
somewhat better circumstances than either 
Miss Gwynne or Miss. Smith. Mrs. W. W. 
Astor was the lovely Miss Paul of Philadelphia. 
In spite of the many stories which were afloat 
at the time of her marriage of the persuasions 
used by her family and her ambitious mamma 
to induce her to become the wife of the young 
millionaire, her wedded life has proved very 
happy. Notwithstanding her enormous wealth 
and her great beauty, which made her so dis- 
tinguished at the court of Italy, it has never 
been to her taste to make the social world and 
its ambitions and rivalries her chief aim, as it 
is with so many rich women. Her pleasures 
are in domestic life, and with her two handsome 
children. She, who might be a dashing leader 
in the gay throng, is unostentatious in every 
way, and in her dress is apparently so indiffer- 
ent as to be declared absolutely wanting in 
taste. 





At Cheyenne. 





Young Lochinvar came in from the West 

With fringe on his trousers and fur on his vest ; 
The width of his hat brim could nowhere be beat, 
The number ten brogans were chock full of feet ; 
The girdle was horrent with pistols and things, - 
And he flourished a handful of aces on kings. 


The fair Mariana sate watching a star, 

When who should turn up but the young Lochinvar ! 
Her pulchritude give him a pectoral glow 

And he rained up hi3 hoss with a stentorian whoa, 
Then turned on the maiden a rapturous grin 

And modestly asked if he mightn’t step in. 


With presence of mind that was marvellous quite, 
The fair Mariana replied that he might ; 

So in through the portal strode young Lochinvar, 
Preempted the claim and cleaned out the bar ; 
Though the Justice allowed he wa’n’t wholly to blame, 
He taxed him ten dollars and costs, just the same. 





"Varsity Chat. 


The members of K company braved the 
elements on Tuesday night. The occasion was 
a sleigh drive to Lambton. The weather- 
stained veterans returned safely, I understand, 
nobody having even caught a cold. 





An unwonted silence in the corridors in- 
dicates a relapse from the state of chronic 
hurry in which everybody seemed to be before 
the conversat. A footfall has about four echoes. 


* 

Most of the glittering throng have forgotten 
all about the great fizzle before this. Not so 
the finance committee. If they are silent like 
the corridors it is because they are deeply 
buried in thought as to how the deficit is to be 
made up. A deficit is a sad thing, but few of 
the brilliant company will stop to mourn over 
it or drop a tear for the committee’s woes, All 


is vanity under the sun. 
« 


And then, though it grieves me to say it, the 
number of deadheads is appalling; nor is it 
diminished by the habit some of our distin- 
guished friends have of giving away their 
complimentary tickets. Perhaps this is too 
democratic a way to talk about such things. 
Things like that you know must be at every 
event of society, and it is not always well to 
be too wise about the gods. 


Correspondents to the Varsity are advocat- 
ing a change in the form of the Literary 
Society and the day may come when there 
will be no conversazione. 


This reminds me that the constitution of the 
class society of '91is out in the Varsity of last 
week. I had something to say before about 
this class and as I do not wish to be considered 
at war with it, I will not say anything very 
harsh, but it struck me as curious when I read 
that one of the objects of their society is to 
foster a spirit of loyalty to University College 
—not Toronto University. Was it an over- 
sight ? NEMO, 

Se 


The Canadian Literary Bureau, authors’ and 
publishers’ agents, reads manuscripts, revises 
and advises. Prospectus on application. Room 
7, Romaine buildings, King street west, 





The Popular Princess. 


Not very long ago, the daughter of one of the 
laborers on the Sandringham estate died of con- 
sumption; and during her long and wearisome 
iliness, she was cheered by the frequent visits 
of sympathy, and many acts of kindness, of a 
neighbor. That “neighbor,” who seems truly 
to understand the word in the same sense as 
the good Samaritan of old, was the Princess of 
Wales, who came every few days to sit by the 
invalid’s bed, cheering her with good words, 
and reading to her consoling passages from 
scripture. The bereaved mother speaks enthusi- 
astical’y of this gentle visitor and her atten- 
tions, generally winding up her discourse, by 
saying, ‘‘ And’ look at this nice warm shawl; 
the Princess gave it to me that I might havea 
bit of black to go to the funeral in, bless her!” 








| are fussy politicians too. 





| (Cheers. ) 


Imperial Federation---Its Meaning. 





(Continued from Page Three.) 


ness, if wariness be fussiness, then I am a very 
fussy politician. I hope, gentlemen, that you 
But, on the other 
hand, I quite understand that absence of fussi- 
ness is a very noble quality, but the absence of 
fussiness, if it implies the absence of those 
other wishes, may have every merit, but it 
does not preserve an Empire. If the Empire 
broke up owing to want of foresight, it might 
be some consolation to those non-fussy people 
to say: ** Had we seen this a little earlier, we 
might have averted it.” Ir would be no conso- 
lation to me. I suppose Mr. Pitt was called 
tussy when he said that areform of Parliament 
was inevitable, and brought out a Reform Bill 
in his youth. { suppose Mr. Bright and Mr. 
Cobden were fussy when they said that Free 
Trade was coming, and that they would 
have a hand in bringing it about as 
soon as possible. (Cheers.) I suppose that 
Sir Robert Peel was fussy when he made 
Parliament accept Free Trade, and so enabled 
us to ride safely through the revolution of °48. 
(Cheers.) On tne other hand, just think what 
we have to thank that want of fussiness for— 
how it has helped us, and what a sublime 
policy it has been! It is the want of this fussi- 
ness that has led usinto many imprudent wars, 
that led us into campaigns without any pro- 
vision for our soldiers. (Cheers.) It was that 
want of fussiness that lost many thousands of 
lives in Walcheren and the Crimea. (Hear, 
hear.) It was want of fussiness that lost us 
the United States. It is a splendid quality, 
this want of fussiness; it is a chivalrous 
quality; it is a gentleman-like quality. But, 
for my part, [ would rather be fussy with 
Bright, Cobden and Peel—ay, I would rather 
be fussy with the geese that saved the Capitol 
—(cheers)—than abide by those’ splendid 
doctrines of negation that lead so surely to 
disaster. (Cheers.) I am not, happily, the 
only fussy poiitician. That is a consolation to 
me while I incur the rebukes of those who are 
not fussy. I will only call your attention to 
two statesmen, neither of them living in Great 
Britain, who have shown the same singular 
fault of fussiness that is displayed by our 
organization. On the 7th of August, in the 
American Senate, Senator Sherman said— 
“T am anxious to bring about a_ public 
policy that will make more intimate our rela- 
tions with the Dominion of Canada. Any- 
thing that will tend to the union of Canada 
with the United States will meet my most 
hearty support. I want Canada to be part of 
the United States. Within ten years frum this 
time”—and [ ask your particular attention to 
this—‘‘ within ten years from this time the 
Dominion of Canada will, in my judgment, be 
represented either in the Imperial Parliament 
of Great Britain or in the Congress of the 
United States.” (Cheers.) On the 18th of 
October, Sir Henry Parkes, Prime Minister of 
New South Wales, made a speech to his con- 
stituents just before the opening of Parlia- 
ment, and, proceeding to dwell upon the neces- 
sity and wisdom of effective defence works, he 
referred to the question of Australian Federa- 
tion. He said that it would be best to do the 
fullest justice to their resources, so as to be 
prepared to take the highest ground when the 
time was ripe for union, The Premier main- 
tained that the Imperial constitution must be 
recast to be permanent, and concluded as 
tollows: ‘In uniting the outlying Colonies to 
the Mother Country, England must present an 
ohject for love and loyalty, and for the young 
passion for national authority in Australia, 
which would be more attractive than any else- 
where to be found within the wide circle of the 
family of nations.” These are the voices of 
statesmen. They speak to us across the 
oceans. Deep calis to deep. Does it behove 
us to be deaf? I claim that these utter- 
ances are worthy of your attention. And 
I think that even in America I could ask 
for some adhesion to the cause of Imperial 
Federation. I believe that it would be of 
utility to the United States second only to 
the utility which it would be to ourselves. 
(Cheers.) In the first place, the United States 
is not prepared to absorb Canada, nor is Canada 
prepared to be absorbed by the United States. 
(Cheers.) In the next place, we should secure 
an enormous area throughout the world for 
peace and for commerce. In the next place, we 
should be a powerful friend to the United 
States, and not a mere collection of scattered 
relations. And, in the last place, it would 
forward the consolidation of the Anglo-Saxon 
race. (Cheers.) I turn from that, on which 1 
have not time to enlarge this evening, for you 
have many interesting speakers to follow me. 
But I know that there is one question which is 
always asked immediately after the question— 
What do you mean by Imperial Federation? 
The second question that is always asked is 
this—What plan have = got for achieving 
Imperial Federation? I will tell you my plan 
without any reticence or any afterthought. 
My plan is this: To endeavor so to influence 
public opinion at home and in the Colonies that 
there shall come an imperious demand from 
the people of this country, both at home and 
abroad, that this federation should be brought 
about. This is the tirst great initial step, 
without which our cause is hopeless, and with 
which our cause is certain to succeed. Now, 
I do not mean by that that I refuse to 
others the privilege of turning over in 
their own minds the best plan by which 
we may effect our object. There are many 
such plans. There is the plan of delegation 
which prevails in Austria-Hungary, and which 
practically means a sort of Imperial Council. 
There is, again, the constitution of some form 
of Imperial Senate; and again, there is the 
reviving and the quickening of the Privy 
Council for purposes such as these. And there 
is another plan to which I must allude, because 
it has been fathered on myself. (A laugh.) I 
have been charged with thinking that Imperial 
Federation meant that a few colonial peers 
should be sent to sit in the House of Lords. 
Now, gentlemen, I do not think anything ot 
the sort. (Cheers.) It is quite true that in 
bringing the question of the reform of the 
House of Lords before that Chamber, I did say 
that if any Colony thought it worth while to 
send an agent or an agent-general to sit in the 
House of Lords, and to make their opinions 
heard in Parliament in that way, we ought to 
be ready and glad to receive him. But that 
was only an instalment—that was only a little 
Imperial leaven infused into our Parliamentary 
system. It was to be better than nothing at 
all, and it is nothing at all that we have at 
present. (Applause.) No, gentlemen, in my 
judgment it is not for the Imperial Federation 
League to ——— schemes of Imperial recon- 
stitution. I will tell youwhy. What would be 
our position if we suggested a detailed scheme? 
What would the Parliaments and the Govern- 
ments of the self-governing colonies say when 
this scheme was laid before them? They would 
say, ‘* Who are the Imperial Federation League 
—what business have they to come forward— 
an weenpeenee society—and dictate to the 
various Legislatures of the Empire what they 
are to do on a particular occasion?” The 
Colonies would say, ‘**We have our Parlia- 
ments—we have our Ministers. What are they 
for, if not to do this thing, if it is desired?” 
And if the thing is desirabie it is the duty of 
those Parliaments and those Ministers, in con- 
nection with the Parliament and Ministry of 
Great Britain to do it. (Cheers.) That is not 
for the League. My belief is that when the 
public demand becomes loud and clear, then we 
shall have from the Parliaments and the Min- 
isters of the Empire a clear and definite scheme 
which it will not be difficult for them to pro- 
pound. (Cheers.) Ithinkit is worth our while 
to ask the Colonists; to ask those Cvlonial 
statesmen, to ask those Colonial Parliaments, 
what are the terms on which they are prepared 
to federate, and if they desire to federate at all. 
When we have that announced, 
when we have that declaration, it will be time 
for us to consider the best manner in which to 
effect it: but till then, it will be both pre- 
mature and wrong in us ‘to make any sugges- 
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tion. I further think that our duty is a 
simple one, a difficult one, but an absolutely 
clear one—it is ‘to rouse public opinion on 
this subject. (Hear, hear.) When we ob- 
tain from the peoples of the Empire this 
de. and, that they think that this thing ought 
to be done, when they make that declaration, 
when they signify their pleasure to that extent, 
then will be our time to retire into the back- 
ground, and then will be the time for the 
statesmen to begin. (Cheers.) For my part, if 
the examination of this question be conducted 
in a spirit of sincerity and seriousness, I have 
no fear of the result. If the people can once be 
made to realise the splendor and utility of the 
Empire; if they can once appreciate the sacred- 
ness of the responsibility which that vast in- 
heritance lays upon them, and the nature of 
the reproach to vvhich they will be liable from 
their children and their children’s children if it 
suffer detriment in their hands; if they once 
come to understand that Imperial Federation 
means for them trade, and space, and peace ; 
if they once comprehend that the time before 
them is not long, and that the interval which 
separates union from dissolution of empire may 
be very narrow, I believe that they, with a 
giant’s voice, will order that this thing be done. 
(Cheers.) And, gentlemen, we ask for your 
co-operation. You can aid us in many ways. 
You can aid us by yourtalent; you can aid us 
by your influence ; you can aid us by moulding 
public opinion wherever you are in contact 
with it. Remember that if you do that effi- 
cientiy you do us an inestimable service, and 
you do yourselves a service which I think is 
worth reckoning. You raise yourselves up an 
ideal which is ennobling in itself, and a faith 
which is high above the cries of party and 
struggles of faction. If you and we succeed in 
our object, and if we can make the voice of 
Scotland heard in this matter with unmistakable 
sound, you do much to advance the completion 
of our scheme. For the voice of Scotland is 
heard not merely within our own limits. It is 
not heard only by England, or by Wales, or m4 
Ireland. It sounds with atrumpet note through 
all those Colonial commonwealths in which her 
scattered sons have borne so conspicuous and 
so supreme a part. (Loud cheers.) I beg to 
move the following resolution :— 

‘“*That in order to secure the unity and de- 
fence of the Empire, some system of Imperial 
co-operation and federation is imperatively re- 








quired.” (Cheers.) 
The Arizona Mustang. 
On the invitation of a friend I went to 


Arizona to get an idea of ranch life and to 
regain my health. 

At last I reached my station and alighted at 
a future metropolis consisting of one hotel, 
four bar-rooms, and half a dozen dwelling 
houses. My destination, the ranch, was, I dis 
covered, fifteen miles out of town, just a stepa 
taJl, bony-looking man with one eye assured 
me. I have often wondered since what kind 
of a gait that man had at his command. 

A horse was evidently necessary, so my new- 
found acquaintance undertook to aid me in 
acquiring one. 

We marched up to the hotel and I announced 
in a haughty and commandirg tone that I 
desired to obtain possession of a first-rate ani- 
mal. The group of cowboys, miners and pros- 


ectors stopped discussing the relative merits of | 


Vild Bob and Arizona Jake at draw and turned 
towards me. I felt that my impressive dignity 
was leaving me, but boldly restated my errand. 


A wicked looking man in a red shirt and | 


portentous whiskers of sanguinary hue confi- 
dently assured me that he had the very thing 
that I was looking after. No one contradicted 
him and I didn’t feel like doing soeither. He 
didn’t look like a safe man to contradict. His 
animal was soon brought up to the door, and 
he said that as I wasa stranger I might have 
him for $50, 

It wasa demure, sleepy-looking mustang, with 
a hide that looked as if it might once have been 
used for parchment by the ancient Egyptians, 
and it hadn’t kept well either. I mustered up 
courage enough to say that I feared it wasn't 
spirited enough to suit me, as I wanted some- 
thing that could scour the prairies. But the 
red-whiskered man winked wickedly at the 
crowd, and said as how he allowed he weren't 
lacking. I was cowed, and submissively paid 
my money and prepared to mount. Intending 
to impress the crowd with my horsemanship, I 
laid my hand on the pommel and sprang 
into the saddle. 1 haven’t forgotten that 
spring yet. it wasn’t an unqualified success. 
As I sprang a change came over the spirit 
of that beast. His sleepiness was gone, 
and so was I, I have never jumped so high 
before nor since, and I don’t want to. As I 
was revolving in the air I began to lose faith 
in human nature, and when I at length struck 
the ground and looked to see if the horse had 
blown bimself up with dynamite and found 
that he was stiil standing demurely, I began 
to lose faith in the horse. I picked myself up 
slowly and made sure that I was all there. 
Some one said I had been bucked. The same 
idea had occurred to me. If I had consulted 
my own feelings i would have walked and led 
the beast, but that would have brought ridicule 
from the crowd and I had amused them enough 


already, sol triedagain. This time I was more 
cautious. I grasped the mane firmly and 
Janded ali right, but alas! I soon had reason to 
regret my rightness. The beast’s hind legs 
arose with the regularity of clock-work and 
the force of a trip-hammer. At every rise I 
flew into the air and descended with a griev- 
ously painful thud, but I had a tight hold 
around his neck and held on like a crab on toa 


hen he changed his mind and started for 
the hotel. There was a wild scurrying as we 
flashed in at the door, leaped the bar amid a 
smashing of bottles and went through a 
window, carrying the sash with us. One fat 
man who had been holding his sides for laugh 
ter was unable to rol] out of the way quickly 
enough, and I felt a sort of savage joy as I 
looked down en his scared face when the horse 
jumped over him. But I didn’t have time to 
ask him how he liked it, for my revitalized 
relic of the dark ages was off across the prairie 
at a frightful rate. My legs flew out straight 
behind me, and the pommel dug its way further 
leap. My Plymouth 


into my stomach at ever 
uttons, and I feared 


Rocks soon shed their 
that I would lose them. 

For some time I had been vaguely wondering 
why the horse wanted to go so fast, but I saw 
the reason when he reached a grove of trees 
and brushwood. With asubtle vindictiveness 
peculiar to the Arizona mustang he had com- 
prehended that I would not enjoy a trip 
through that particular spot. And he was 
right. I have not felt anything like it since I 
was switched at school, and that was a pleasant 
recollection in comparison. But worse was to 
come, for just as my Mephistophelean beast 
gave an unusually vicious jump that caused 
my infernal legs to mount almost perpendicu- 
larly into the air, a big cactus took hold of my 
nether garments and, in spite of my hurried 
expostulations, retained them. I could not 
bear to leave them, and was on the point of 
sliding off and taking the consequences, when 
an overhanging branch saved me the trouble 
by hooking itself into my coat collar, and in an 
instant I was dangling in the air. 

When that wretched mustang felt that I had 
left him he stopped and looked back with a 
sort of girl-I-left-behind-me expression in his 
sinister eyes and then loped slowly back to the 
settlement, while I would have given what 
clothes I had left to have had him strung up by 
his wretched stump of a tail to a tree beside 
me. 

My situation began to be uncomfortable. The 
branch was sticking into my back, and I felt 
that spinal curvature was commencing. Then, 
too, seyeral bumble bees, which happened 
along, seemed disposed to investigate me too 
closely. I kicked frantically and they left, 
singing, In the Sweet Bye-and-bye. I didn't 
encore. A turkey buzzard was sailing over my 
head, glaring at me with a frightfully canni- 
balistic look, and between the yells which I 
periodically gave forth I wondered how long 
my clothes would hold me up and what the 
verdict of the coroner’s jury would be if I was 
ever found. 

I believe that I would have been hanging 
there yet had not a native Arizonian, who 
was hunting in that vicinity, heard my cries 
and thinking that a fight was in progress 
joyfully hastened towards me. When he saw 
what it was he was so disgusted that I with 
| difficulty persuaded him to assist me to 
mother earth again. He finally consented, 
but insisted that the easiest way to get me 
, down was to cut off by successive rifle shots 
ithe branch that held me. This he proceeded 
to do in spite of my protestations, roaring 

with laughter the while at my frantic en- 
| deavors to get as far as possible from the 
| bullets. When at last branch and I fell to the 
| ground together, I picked myself up and with- 
| Out stopping to express my gratitude, rescued 
| my pants from the embrace of the cactus and 
| struck off in the direction of my ranch. 

The Arizonian yelled after me, “Ef I’d 
knowd yer hadn’t no more perliteness I'd hev 
let yer swing,” but I heeded him not. 

I have been in Arizona for some time now, 
but I am still of the opinion that the best 
and safest way to ride the real Arizona mus- 
tong is to walk and lead him.—Detroit Free 

TESS, 


a 





oo 


Don't Try It. 


‘* Would we advise you to marry a man 
whom you really and truly love very dearly to 
reform him?” Ethel asks. Well, yes, if you 
love him so dearly, Ethel, we would. But we 

| would advise you to kill him first. You won't 
have half the trouble reforming him afterward, 
and he'll make a much better husband. A fel- 
low who won't reform for his sweetheart, Ethel, 
isn’t likely to do so for his wife; you can bet 
your engagement ring against your dower on 


that. 
canines ailinninenaiaibel) 


A Parental Admonition. 


Stern parent —Johnnie, I am informed that 
you use a great deal of slang. 

Yes, sir. 

And I have cautioned you against the vulgar 
habit scores of times. i 
that if you persist in using slan 
strap from the wall and you'll 
the soup. 


Is it true? 


once more warn you 
Pll take the 
nd yourself in 
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WITCH HAZEL; 


Or, THE SEORET OF THE LOCKET. 


By MRS. GEORGIE SHELDON, 


Author of “Geoffrey's Victory,” “Brownie’s Triumph,” ‘The Forsaken Bride,” ete. 


CHAPTER XLIII. 
THE LOST NECKLACE DISCOVERED. 


Helena, as she left the drawing-room, stag- 
gered—almost fell against one of the pillars of 
the verandah. She threw her arms around it 
and leaned her cheek against its cold surface, a 
low moan of pain escaping her at the same 
time. A 

The next moment a heavy hand was laid 
upon her shoulder, and a subdued voice uttered, 
close to her ear: 

** Miss Stewart, the week’s respite will be up 
to-morrow. I shall expect that Mrs. Stewart's 
diamonds will be in her possession by that 
time, and that the reward of a hundred pounds 
will be forwarded to my address.” 

Helena stood absolutely motionless for an 
instant, then she turned like an insulted queen 
and faced the intruder who had thus stolen 
upon her unawares. 

** Remove your hand from my shoulder,” she 
commanded, in a tone which he dared not 
disobey, and the man’s arm dropped by his side, 
but his eyes were fixed upon her face in a cold, 
glittering stare. 

“Aren't you pretty high-headed, my young 
lady, fora criminal?” he asked, in a significant s 
tone. so hopeless, her face so full of misery, p 

‘*How dare you!” Helena demanded haught- “It is worth an eternity in heaven if we will 
my; f has to d Saded with dost ; iat a. On Miss Seowarn, 

‘*A man in my profession has to dare con- E g ® 
siderable sounettenss, to accomplish his pur- | let me entreat that you will confide everything 
pose,” the detective responded, composedly, to your mother ; she will help you to set right 

d a reward of ——— —_ So t a aa te will ao you a 
drop into a man’s "ket every day in the year. ng. ou can never know another 
I belteve your family leave Brighton in afew ; happy moment until you do right toward Mr. 
days, Miss Stewart. I have been put to my Osborn, nor until you restore those diamonds 
wits’ end on this case, but, since I have at last | and tell Mrs, Stewart how you came by them.” 
found the thief, I intend to have my pay.” ‘And give you another chance to crow over 

“You were to receive your reward when you | me!” retorted Helena, rudely, even savagely. 
=. the necklace, if 1am not mistaken,” aie 1st ae ee a me,” aa ge ee 

elena retorted defiantly. sadly, o not even desire that she shou 

The man gave a little satisfied laugh at this. | learn that I know anything about them. Settle 

“That I can do in five minutes, if necessary,” | the matter entirely between yourselves. I am 
was the assured reply. only anxious to have the necklace restored, 

‘** Balk is cheap,” she returned, with a scorn- Tare ok mind at a — i : 
ful toss of her head. a refuse todo as you advise, what then?” 

The detective drew a step or two nearer her; | Helena arked, regarding Hazel searchingly. 
he lifted his arm and laid one finger upon her | ‘Then I am afraid it will become my duty to 
neck, just below the band of filigree silver | tell her where I have seen it to-night,” Hazel 
around her throat, pressing slightly upon the | replied, regretfully, but firmly, 
spot. m . . 4 Hel What . ages ag little saint ?” sneered 
“ Yes, ta is cheap, and sometimes actions | Helena, with white lips, 
speak louder than words,” he coolly remarked, | She i yo ge egg for several 
with another pressure of his finger. moments, her prou eal ent in profound 

Helena cheunhe away from him with a Jow, | thought, and Hazel could not help wondering 
shuddering cry,then, turning like a flash of light | how any one who looked so beautiful and pure 
she sped into the house and up a flight of side | could be so bad at heart. At lergth she sud- 
stairs, and shut herself intoa small dressing- | denly looked up, and resumed, in an entirely 
room, leading from the bath-room, where, her | diferent tone : 
strength . —s her, she sank | ' % eee a ~~ —— — - —_ 

anting and fainting to the floor. | Jace within twenty-four hours, and she sha 
reas minutes laeee Hazel opened the door | know, too, who stcle it from her. For your 
and saw that white figure lying motionless and | further benefit, I will say that I took it from 
white upon the carpet, and looking like a | the case alniost before her eyes—while she was 
beautiful piece of sculptured marble. | hanging her dress in the closet. after her return 

With a low exclamation of fear she bent over | from the duchess’ reception. She had locked it 
her, placing her oe awee her heart. — in eee. oar she would not look 

lt was beating sluggishly. | at it again that night. “new yours was just 

“She has only fainted,” she said, somewhat | like it, and that circumstant al ceiaenes would 
reassured. ‘‘I wili try to revive her without | point )ou out as the thief when your trunk was 
calling any one or making any stir. | searched. I had determined that you should 

She laid i girl <A . a comfortable | — oe V ao ten mate —— would 

sition, and flat upon the floor; thenremoving | Dot send you away ad to use dishonorable 
the silver band irom her neck, she unfastened | Measures to accomplish it. But fate was 
her dress and laid bare the beautiful neck. | against me and you have come out ahead, and 

Suddenly a smothered shriek — — o-, | now I yield to your pape persuasions,’ and 
aud she sank back, trembling violently, and | consent to own myself the criminal. More than 
almgst as white as the insensible girl a for | Tr oar ee shall claim me when he 
there, before her astonished eyes, almost | will. ou perceive how very tame and yield. 
dazzling her with its thousand rays of scintil- ing I have become, Miss Gotham,” Gilets in. 
lating light, gleamed the stolen necklace. terposed, a bitter smile curling her beautiful 
clans d teatind the Gan ae Wee oak | dat teas the Cae eee ee 
ororenms by this awful discovery, and under- | ert ~~ ° do ee, oS = me as he 
st all its meaning. | wills—I wi as Clay in his hands.” 

She had long known that Helena disliked! As she ceased speaking, she bestowed one 
and even feared her, for having learned the | cunning, sinister look upon the youug girl, 
secret of her life, but she had never dreamed | then turned abruptly and left the room, before 
that she would carry her enmity to such a fear- | Hazel could reply. 
ful extent as this, it had never occurred toher| Passing to her own chamber, she rearranged 
that she had become a thief for the purpose of | her toilet, and fifteen minutes later she was 
implicating her, and causing her to be dis- | mingling once more with the merry company 
graced and removed from her path. _ | below, the gayest of them all. No one ever 
we now . ee 7 her — Bie ” seater srg be seen oo more beantifal or 

en accomplished. elena, actuate cu- | m an she was during the few re- 
riosity, ae have opened her trunk and seen | maining hours of the occasion. ” 7 
her necklace lying within it, that evening | It was very late before the last of the guests 
when she returned for Belle’s wiap. Doubt- | left Crescent Villa—indeed, it was far into the 
less she had then conceived the miserable plot | small hours of the morning, and the late, full 
to a a See, a | her oe ear neat way he Sa heavens, making 
mother’s diamonds, an us, by causing a | 1 almost as bright as day. 
search for them, make Hazel appear to bethe| Hazel and Marie, secnmpanien by Percy and 

Lord Nelson. were the last to leave the house. 


criminal. 
They had lingered behind all others for a 


exci‘ ement. 
‘If I can, certainly.” 


ton from me. 
you,” Helena said, with a cruel smile. 

Hazel colored scarlet. 

She did not suppose that Helena knew any- 
thing, as yet, of her engagement to Percy, but 
she thought she might as well settle this ques- 
tion with her for all time. 

“ T cannot do that,” she said, gravely, though 
with downcast eyes, ‘‘ because I have promised 
to marry him.” 

Helena gave vent toa hoarse, miserable laugh 
that went to Hazel’s heart in spite of its vindic- 
tiveness. 

“Oh, Miss Stewart,” she pleaded, ‘do not 
let us sit here in contention. You look ill, 
wretched ; isn’t there something else that I 
can do for you?” 

**No; only to take your face out of my sight 
forever.” 


she struggled to her feet, ‘‘why are people born 
to be so wretched? What is this life worth 
when every hope is wrecked?” 

Tears sprang to Hazel's eyes, her tone was 





Of course no one would think of séarching | 
Miss Stewart’s person for her own mother's | final good-by, as they were going to London 
jewelry, and she had probably worn it around | the next morning with Mr. and Mrs. Earles- 
her neck ever since the night of its disappear- | court, and the family havine followed them 
ance, and that was the secret of her continually | out upon the veranda, they all stood in a group 
wearing high-neck gowns. together, . 

‘What shall I do?” Hazel murmured, in | elena was apparently still in her most 

reat distress. ‘‘Mrs. Stewart ought to have | brilliant mood, and looked like some pale, 


close to Hazel’s and speaking with suppressed 


‘*You have done your best to win Dr. Mor- 
Give him up and I will believe 


“Oh!” she moaned, as if in mortal pain, as. 


er necklace; but how canI ever betray this 
erring girl to her?” 

She shivered with horror and the tears rained 
down her cheeks as she bent over Helena’s 
prostrate form, bathing her face and trying to 
restore her to consciousness, 

Presently Helena opened her eyes. 

*“Let him do his worst! I'll outwit him 
yet !” she muttered, as her hands involuntarily 
wandered to her neck. 


Her fingers came in contact with the bare, w 
gleaming diamonds and instantly she sprang | 


up, looking wild and frightened, to find Hazel 
sitting beside her, regarding her with a sad 
and pitying expression. 

** You here!” she cried, shivering and draw- 
ing her dress up over the necklace with a 
quick, convulsive movement, 

‘* Yes,” Hazel replied, “‘I found you lying 


here upon the floor unconscious, and I have | 


been trying to restore you.” 

‘*Did you unfasten my dress?” Helena de- 
manded, fiercely, her eyes blazing with an al- 
most insane fire. 

““Yes; Percy has told me always to loosen 
the clothing about the neck when any one 
faints.” 

The sound of that name seemed to arouse 
Helena almost to a frenz 


** Percy!” she semua Seeals ; ‘how you | 


like to flaunt it in my face! But of course you 
saw — 

She did not complete the sentence, buf drew 
her dress stil) closer about her white neck with 
a spasmodic grasp. 

‘* Yes, I saw the necklace,” Hazel responded, 
with a heavy sigh; ‘‘and, oh! Miss Stewart, 
I cannot tell y~™ how sorry I am that you 
should have allowe/ your dislike for me to lead 
you into such sin and trouble.” 

‘**How do you know that I dislike you?” 
demanded Helena, her glittering eyes never 
leaving Hazel's face. 

** Your manner has plainly betrayed it to me 
from the first, and I cannot understand it, for 
I am sure I have entertained only the kindest 
of feelings toward yourself.” 

** You cannot understand it,” sneered Helena. 
‘You have not used every art at yous command 
to win the attention of my friends for yourself, 
Isuppose? You haven't played the part of a 
most arrant coquette to turn the head of every 
gentleman who came into the house?” 


beautiful novice, in her dead-white garments, 
| with the moonlight flooding her with a mist- 
like light. Mrs, Stewart was very gracious, for 
everything had passed off delightfully, and she 
was in an exceedingly complacent frame of 
| mind. Belle, with an arm thrown round 
Hazel and Marie, was very happy, but regret- 
ful over even the short separation which was 
about to take place. 
They all remarked what a perfect night it 


as. 
**The world seems flooded with a radiance 
| such as I have seldom seen,” Doctor Morton 
| observed, as he noted the soft, bright sheen 
| which pervaded everything, trembling in spots 
| of silver amid the glossy foliage all about them, 
making every dew-laden biade of grass gleam 
with diamond lights, and the ocean seem likea 
shimmering sea of glass. 

| ‘There shall be no night there, and they need 
| no candle, neither light of the sun; for the 
| Lord God giveth them light,’” quoted Hazel, in 
| alow, musical voice. ‘I alwaysthink of that 
| Sa when the moon shines like this,” she 
| said, 

| No one spoke for a moment after that, for 
| the words seemed like a reverent benediction 
upon the night ; but Percy, who was standing 
beride Helena, saw a shiver agitate her form 
from head to foot, while she caught her breath 
| sharply. 

| Buta moment after she turned to him, her 
| face radiant with smiles, though there was not 
| an atom of color in it. 

** You have enjoyed the evening, I hope, Dr. 
Morton ?” she said, 

‘** Indeed I have,” he replied, heartily, and 

| his eyes wandered to Hazel, plainly indicating 
that she had been the chief source of his en- 
| Joyment. 
**It will doubtless be a memorable one to 
| you; you will mark it in your calendar as a 
red Jetier day,” Helena pursued, with a light, 
significant laugh, which somehow sent a quiver 
of pain along his nerves. 

Then she extendedher hand to him. 

‘*I suppose we shall not meet here again,” 
she continued, without waiting for him to re- 
ply, but with her eyes fastened hungrily upon 
his face, and he woridered what made her hand 
so icy cold,and why she clung to him so linger. 
ing'y for a moment. 

** Probably not,” he answered ; but I shall see 





‘Indeed, no!” cried Hazel, greatly shocked | you later in London, where I expect to find you 


at this monstrous charge, ‘*I have never 
thought of tryingtoattract attention to myself, 
I have never thought of doing you a wrong in 
apy way.” 

‘Are you willing to prove that to me?” 
He'era asked, bending her now feverish face 


the belle of the coming season.” 

He turned away from her to shake hands 
with Mrs. Stewart, but not before he had 
noticed another shiver run through her; then 
they alJl said good-night, and the four young 
people went out into the moonlight, where 


they soon disappeared among the trees, leaving 
Mrs. Stewart and her two daughters standing 
alone upon the veranda. 

Not one of them ever forgot that scene ; it 
remained indelibly stamped upon their minds, 
each word and act carrying with it a terrible 
significance. 





CHAPTER XLIV. 
‘“aAT LAST I MAY CONFESS IT!” 


** Mamma,” said Helena, turning suddenly to 
Mrs. Stewart as the voices of their departing 
guests died away in the distance, “it is too 
lovely to go in ; let us have a quiet stroll down 
to the boat landing.” 

‘** But itis very late; we ought to go tirectly 
to bed,” objected Mrs, Stewart. 

“Please, mamma—just for one last glimpse 
of the sea,” Helena persisted. 5 

** Very well, I will go with you,” her mother 
returned, yin reluctantly ; ‘“‘but Belle 
must not go. Child, run upstairs and go to 
your rest at once.” 

Belle had no inclination to accompany them, 
and went obediently to her room, while her 
mother and sister descended the veranda steps. 

They strolled slowly down toward the water, 
those two beautiful, stately women, one in the 
first flush of life, the otber in its rich maturity. 

Helena chatted pleasantly about the evening 
and the success of their reception, of their 
anticipated return to London and their plans 
for the coming winter. She had not seemed so 
cheerful and agreeable for some time, and Mrs. 
Stewart flattered herself that the experiences 
of the delightful evening had effectually dissi- 

ted the gloom which had hung over her of 
ate. 

When they reached the water they walked 
out upon the pier, Helena going to the very 
end of it. 

**How beautiful the water is to-night!” 
Helena observed, looking down upon its glassy 
surface. ‘‘I can see every object reflected al- 
most as plainly as in broad daylight. How 
clear the sky is, too—almost like another sheet 
of silver.” 

She stood looking up into its depths for a 
moment; then she asked : 

‘*Do you suppose heaven is really beyond the 
r where is it?” 

** Why, Helena, what has set you to talking 
about that?” exclaimed Mrs. Stewart, in sur- 
prise. “It must have been Hazel quoting 
Scripture,” she added. ‘‘I am sure I have no 
idea where heaven is; it has always seemed a 
very vague place to me.” 

‘But you believe there is such a place, don't 

ou?” 
me Of course; I suppose everybody believes 
that,” Mrs. Stewart assented briefly, but not 
relishing the subject over much. 

‘* And you expect to go there some time?” 

‘*T—hope to,” was the not too confident reply, 
while the elderly lady glanced nervously at her 
daughter. 

“Then it ought not to seem vague, unreal to 
you; one ought to have some detinite idea of a 
place one expects to spend eternity in. Why 
haven’t you taught us more about such things, 
mamma?” 

**Why, Helena, we have almost always at- 
tended service on Sunday, and I sent you and 
Belle to Sabbath school when you were little 
and gave you both Bibles to read. The Bible 
tells us all there is to be learned about heaven.’ 

**T wisn you had studied the Bible more with 
us; i: is ‘ery blind and hard to be understood 
unless it is explained. ‘*‘Do you ever feel afraid 
to die, mamma?” 

“Mercy! Helena, what has come over you 
so suddeniy?” cried Mrs. Stewart, shivering, 
and regarding her with startled eyes. 

‘* IT suppose good people need not be afraid,” 
the girl went on, absently ; ‘‘ but what be- 
comes of those who are not good? Do you sup- 
pose there is really another place for them, 
where they always have to be miserable? I wish 
I knew. Mamma, you ought to have made us 
study more about these things. It is not right 
to let young people grow up and not know any- 
thing about what the future holds. I used to 
long to do right and be good once; but, some- 
how, we've Jived in such a hurry and whirl of | 
late, that I haven't had time to think about it, 
and so the evil in me has grown as the weeds 
grow. But I have heard somebody say that 
people never remember the evil in those who 
= ; they forget it, and speak only good of 
them.” 

‘* Helena, you shall not talk so! Come back 
home and go to bed, and get over these morbid 
feelings,” said Mrs. Stewart, really alarmed at 
the frame of mind her daughter was in, and 
feeling guiltily conscious of her neem of duty 
in not directing the minds of her children more 
toward a preparation for the future. 

‘*Presently,” Helena replied. ‘‘How very 
bright the moon is!” she added, turning her 
back upon the water and looking up at that 
glowing disk. ‘I believe, though, there is a 
circle around it, and we shall have astorm soon. 
Isn’t that a star near the rim?” she continued, 
stepping back as if for a better look and point- 
ing toward it. ‘* Yes, and there is another; 
that is a sign that it will rain in two days—a 
star foraday. I wonder if—— Oh, how beau- 
tiful the world is, after all!” with a regretful, 
shuddering sigh and another backward step. 

‘Take care, Helena! Oh——” 

The frightened, warning ery rang out too late 
and ended in a piercing shriek of agony, as the 
girl made one atep too far and fell backward, 
without a sound or cry, into the shimmering 
waters, which opened to receive the white- 
robed figure and then quickly closed over it, as 
if eager to devour its beautiful prey. 

Mrs. Stewart was like one frantic. 

Shriek after shriek rang out upon the air as 
she rushed to the spot where her daughter had 
sunk ; but the water was very deep just there 
at the end of the pier, and she could see no 
trace of her. But for a few bubbles and circles, 
spreading out and ever widening, it was as 
still and beautiful as before it had swallowed 
her from her sight. 


The servants were all busy in the basement 
at the house, and the clatter of dishes, mingled 
with the clatter of their voices, drowned the 
woman’s cries, and it seemed as if no one would 
ever come to her aid. Belle had fallen asleep 
almost as soon as her head touched the pillow, 
and she was therefore unconseious of the ter- 
ong tragedy that was being enacted so near 

er. 

But help was near notwithstanding, for, at 
the sound of that first shriek, the tall form of 
a man darted out from the shadow of the trees, 
upon the farther side of the grounds, and flew 
with ligatatee speed toward the boat landing, 
where Mrs. Stewart was now kneeling, gazin 
down into the dark, cruel waters, waving oak 
wringing her hands in almost frenzied agony. 

She heard the sound of his flying steps at 
lest, and turned eagerly, to find Chester 
Osborn, panting and white as a ghost himself, 
almost at her side. 

she sobbed, 


‘**Ob, save her! 
he demanded, sternly, in a 

















































save her!” 
hysterically. 

“Whom?” 
quavering tone. 
‘ “Helena! She made a misstep and fell just 

ere. 

*Ob, Heaven!” he breathed between his 
shut teeth, as he flung off his coat and dashed 
off his shoes, ; 

At the same moment he saw something 
white tlash upward into the light, at some dis- 
tance from the pier, for a moment, then slowly 
fade from sight again. 

The next instant he had sprung into the sea 
and was swimming toward it, but when he 
reached the spot where he had seen it he could 
find nothing. 

* Oh, Heaven !” he cried again, ‘‘let me save 
her!” and as the agonized petition arose, a 
marble-white face and hand appeared beyond 
his reach. 

He darted forward, and in another minute 
had gathered that senseless form in his arms, 
one than slowly made his way back toward the 
pier. 

It was no easy task, but his burden was at 
last deposited upon the landing, and then he 
leaped from the water, seeking for some signs 
of life in the limp body. 
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A Plain, Unvarnished Tale. 


Sergeant— Who's your prisoner? 


First Policeman—"Tis officher Glooney, sor; he wor on juty at the fancy dhriss ball of the 
Wine an’ Liquor Importhers’ Social Club, sor, an’ the feshivities wor too much for him, sort 


Puck. 








Voting for a Good Cause 


a 





Equestrian— Mah frien’, dey’s habbin’ a puddy hot time at de polls up in Slabtown. 


Pedestrian—Am dat so? 


What is dey wotin’ foh dis time in de yeah? 


Equestrian— Wal), when I left dey was wotin’ foh two dollahs apiece, but I heerd dat seme 
ob de boys did got as high as two and six bits.—Judge 





“Oh! is she dead?” cried Mrs. Stewart, in an 
agonized tone, as she sank down beside the 
beautiful, inanimate form, and gazed upon 
those waxen features. 

There was no heart-throb; there was no 
pulse, and their hearts were filled with de- 
spair. 

As she lay there in her white garments, with 
her fair face upturned to the sky, her jellow 
hair tloating like a net-work of gold around 
her, and bathed in the soft radiance of the 
moonlight, Chester Osborn thought her the 
most beautiful object his eyes had ever rested 
upon, even though her rigid loveliness drove 
him nearly to the depths of despair. 

Mrs. Stewart was 7 a@ woman of 
nerve and self-possession, and after the first 
burst of fear and horror was past, she braced 
herself for work. 

She wrenched off the filigree band around 
Helena’s neck ana cast it frcm her, unmindful 
of the costly stones that gleamed from every 
white point. She tore open her dripping dress, 
but started back with a frightened cry, as a 
thousand other lights flashed up at her from 
the white, beautiful neck beneath. 

She recognized it in an instant—her own 
m:ssing necklace! and she understood at once 
ali the story of es and guilt in which her 
idolized daughter had been the chief actor. 

In a moment she had it off, and had thrust it 
within her own bosom. 

** Never speak of this to any human being!” 
she said, in a hard, stern voice, to her com- 
pan on. 

** No, no!” he breathed. ‘‘I am as anxious 
as you can be to shield her from every breath of 
reproach—my beautiful darling!” 

rs. Stewart shot a quick, earnest glance at 
—_ and then turned again to the task before 
er. 

**We must work—work!” she cried. 
you carry her to the house?” 

“T raust, if she is to be saved,” he answered, 
resolutely. . 

And lifting Helena’s lifeless form, he strode 
over tie ground toward the house, and never 
stopped until he had laid her upon the veranda. 

A servant was at once dispatched for Doctor 
Morton; then blankets were brought, hot 
water was applied, and everything done that 
could be thought of until Percy should arrive. 

But no trace of life was visible when he 
reached Crescent Villa, and he knew at once 
that there was‘no hope. The beautiful girl was 
past all earthly aid and skill. 

‘*She is gone,” he said, when he had made a 
careful examination to satisfy the agonized 
mother. ‘She must have died almost in- 
ay for life has been extinct for some 
time.” 

‘Take her up stairs to her own room,” com- 
manded Mrs. Stewart, pale and calm now, but 
with the calmness of despair, and she turned 
to lead the way. 

Many hands were stretched forth ready to do 
her bidding, but Chester Osborn strode forward, 
his face set as in a marble mold. 

‘*Stand back!” he ordered, in a stern, 
authoritative voice, and every one fell away, 
vegeeding him with wondering eyes. 

Again he lifted that lifeless form, and bore it 
upaided up stairs to the pretty chamber, from 
which she had come forth so radiant only afew 
hours previous, and laid her upon her bed, as 
Mrs. Stewart directed. 

He placed her in an easy, natural attitude, 
straightened the graceful form, folded the 
white, jeweled hands over the pulseless breast, 
and smoothed the tangled hair back from the 
blue-veined brow. 

Then he staggered to the door, locked it, and, 
going back to the bedside, hung swaying over 
the dead girl, despair written on every feature 
of his white face. 

‘**Mr. Osborn,” said Mrs, Stewart, regarding 
him with unfeigned astonishment, in spite of 
her own grief, ‘‘are you not forgetting your- 
self? We must have no locked doors here now, 
you know.” 

He turned upon her almost fiercely. 

“I forget everything, at this moment, but 
that I loved her—everything but that she be. 
longs to me, and I wil! have her this one hour 
to myself!” he said, in a voice which she never 
would have recognized as belonging to him. 

‘*‘Belongs to you! I do not understand you!” 
the stricken mother returned, unable to grasp 
his meaning. 

‘* Yes, to me alone in the face of the whole 
world—at last I may confess it— Helena Stewart 
ded wife!” 


(To be Continued, ) 
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Mr. Geo. R. Sims says that tea is his favorite 


What Novelists Drink. 





Mr. R. E. Francillion confesses that he is a 
very moderate wine-drinker. He never touches 
spirits, which he abhors. Mr. George A, 
Henty, one of the best living writers for boys, 
drinks claret and water for dinner, but never 
touches stimulants of any kind « xcept at meals, 
He regards a moderate use of wine and beer 
advantageous, but he considers the use of 
spirits, except when medically required, as 
/ wholly deleterious. He would tax spirits ten 

times higher than the present rates, 

Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes prefers to work 
unstimulated by anything stronger than tea or 
coffee. He does not habitually use any drink 
stronger than water. Mr. W.D. Howells, who 
began life as a printer's oy and is now ove of 
the best novelists, takes wine occasionally, but 
thinks that it weakens his work. 

| Mr. D. Christie Murray has found alcoholie 
drinks useful at a pinch, tut he considers it 

| pretty certain that they take more energy out 
of a ental worker than they put in. 

Mark Twain finds that about two glasses of 
champagne are an admirable stimulant to the 
tongue, and perhaps the happiest insyi) ation 
for an after dinner speech that can be found. 

His experience is that wine is a clog to the pen, 
not an inspiration, and he could never write 
anything to his satisfaction after drinkingevem 
one glass of wine. 

Ivan Tourguenieff, 
novelist, neither smokes nor uses alcoholic 
drinks, His observations on other people show 
that alcohol, taken in very small quantities, 
can produce a good effect in some cases of 
constitutional debility. 

Mr. Robert Buchanan, whose play, Joserh’s 
Sweetheart, bas had such a remarkable1run at 
the Vaudeville Theater, confesses himeelf a 
believer in temperance. He drinks himself, 
but not during the hours of work, and expresses 
the opinion that ‘the cases of dire disease 
generated by total abstinence from jiquor are 
even more terrible than those caused by excess. 

Mr. Thomas Hardy, with rare exceptions, 
has taken no alcoholic liquors for many years, 
When rambling on the Continent, he occasion- 
ally drinks a glass or two of claret or mild ale. 
Alcohol he never found helpful to novel writing 
in any degree, and he thinks that wine blunte 
a seners perception as to the quality of his 
work, 


the eminent Russian 


tonic when he is tired or languid, and he finds 
that it has always a stimulating effect. Tothe 
same tune sings Mr. Justin McCarthy, who is 
not only a brilliant novelist but a brilliant 
historian. ‘I have,” he says, ‘always beena 
liberal drinker of tea. 1 have found it of im- 
mense benefit in keeping off headache, my only 
malady. Probably tea drinking, even if nots 
immoderate, does some hurt to the nerves, but 
it is not so in my case. Few men have worked 
harder and suffered less from ill health than I 
have.” . 

Mr. James Payn confesses that he drinks a 
little alcohol, but only very little, and that ina 
light form, for his only stimulating beverages 
are claret and (yery occasionally) dry cham- 
pagne. He has never attemped to analyse the 
effect of alcohol drinking upon composition, 

Professor J. S. Blackie says that while he is 
working he never uses any alcoholic stimulant, 
nor stimulant of any other kind. He drinks a 
glass of wine during dinner to sharpen the 
appetite. Ihe opinion of this author is that, 
instead of stimulants, literary men should seek 
for aid in a pleasant variety of occupation, in 
intervals of perfect rest, in fresh air and exer- 
cise, and the cultivation of systematic mode ra- 
tion in all emotions and passions. 

Wilkie Collins holds exactly opposite opinions 
to these. His opinion is that a man who lives 
by the work of his brain lives under artificial 
conditions, and is therefore in need of artificial 
help, In his case this help takes the form of 
champagne, and he says that so far as his ex- 
perience goes there is no tonic for the exhausted 
nervous system so effectual and so harm! esa. 





rn 


It Would Not Work. 


She—I can only be a sister to you, Henry. 

ae (with repressed emotion)—How old are 
you 

She (curiously)—Twenty, last October, 

He—Well, you can't be a sistertome. I've 
ae a sister at home who was twenty last 

ugust, and you see that sort of relationship 
won'tdo. Try something else. 


snsilbnthfespereatmaenmnanes 


ve 





When 
receivins 
he sat 8 
door and 
them we 
his wrat 

7 Yes, 
have wo 
she pret 
anythin 
alarm—' 
wonder 

Hurri¢ 
which l 
find it ¢ 
slipped | 
examine 
then ra 
p ypers ¥ 
he mate 
rate. 

I must I 
outer d 
and trie 
door did 

Agaia 
ness, sti 

* Grea 
the door 

Persp! 
“Tean't 
woulda 

hundcet 
Scill : 
him at 
numer 
that in) 
is wron 
door. ' 
had hid 
of the « 
familar 
himself 
moypia 
now t 
plish s 
with th 
lowed 
knob f 
His ha 
He fe 
stagger 
Ssandir 
the tab 
bro ¥3 
twitchi 
satanic 

R:fu: 
have g 
tried ic 
squ stti 
cage. | 
do. H 
safe, il 
roona 
sons he 
at the 
under 
picioas 

the co 
rising 
he art 
ting | 
A few 
the m 
thata 
rob hi 
failure 
to suc 
instru 
ployed 
sho wi 
work. 
under 

ing, a 

togeth 

the d 

had t 

an ex 

ruine: 
anotn 
which 

Then 

mom<¢ 

fell in 

The 
strea: 
covers 
could 

was 1 

Theo 

the t 

drean 

powe! 
rehe 
ed, a 

be m 

At lk 

feet; 

dark, 

able t 

Ag 
when 
branc 
woul 
buta 
ing d 

out v 

and \ 

reced 
and 

until 
last | 
scare 
him, 
drunu 
dvor, 
the t 
then 
the d 
and 

lonz¢e 
foug 


Ww 
safe, 
Law 
pape 
woul 
the} 

Th 
shou 

oe I 
**an 
Tasc. 

have 

“ I 

for | 
ron 
ha 
take 
quic 
rate! 
oe ] 

be t 
poss 
80 tl 
the | 
kno 
can 
mor 
belo 
and 
fina 
«able 
righ 
- am) 
Cl 

it in 
‘had 

‘ Y 

me 








of the 
n, sort 


cme 


isa 
‘hes 

A, 
bys, 
ver 


a Owe? 8D ieee 


ee 









PRMBEI' 4 


— sos hicbafaminemeemsnais 


' right now, 





TORONTO SATURDAY 





BAD MAN'S SWEETHEART. 


BY EDMUND E. SHEPPARD, 
Author of ‘The Farmin’ Editor's Sketches,” “* Dolly,” ‘‘ Widower Jones,” etc. 


CHAPTER XXV. 
THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 


When Killick was left alone in his room after 
receiving Cora Buroham’s notice of departure, 
he sat shaking his fist in useless fury at the 
doorand muttering curses which had she heard 
them would have frightened the fair object of 
his wrath. 

“Yes, curse her and him; a few soft words 
have won her back to be Tully’s fool. *Why did 
she pretend attachment for me? Did I tell her 
anything ¢” he thought to himself in quick 
alarm—-“ nothipg but that Moore business, { 
wonder if those papers are all right.” 

Hurriedly trying to unlock the vault door 
which led into the room he was surprised to 
find it already unfastened (Ralph Moore had 
slipped the bolt from the inside). He hurriedly 
examined the lock which was uninjured, and 
then ran to the sate in which his precious 
pipers were stored. Hetried thedoor. ‘Ah,’ 
he mattered to himself, *‘this is locked at any 
rate. I wasn’t quite crazy last night though 
1 must have been, very near it to have lefc that 
outer door open.” He knelt, still trembling, 
and tried the com ination, bat the ponderous 
door did not answer to his touch. 

Again he tried it, with even greater exact- 
ness, still the door refused to move. 

* Great—Great God, what is the matter with 
the door?” ha gaspad. “a 

Perspiration stool in great b2ad3 on h s face. 
“T ean's be weoag abous that com ination! I 
woulda’t b3 like ly to forz3t it after using it a 
hundred times.” 

Scill again he tried it, and the failure made 
him attempt other arrangements of the 
num rs, his thobbing brain eager to believe 
thas in a momaat of excitement he had started 
is wrong. Scill there was no yielding of the 
door. ‘Then he hunted in hiscabinet where he 
had hidden the hastily scrawled memorandum 
of the combination in a cipher which was as 
familar to him as his A B C's. He seated 
himself on the floor before the _ safe, 
mopping away the perspiration which was 
now trickling in streams over his pur- 
plish and warty face. Carefully beginning 
with the three times around to thirty, he fol- 
lowed the written directions and turned the 
knob forward and back and pulled. No use. 
His hand dropped on the carpet beside him. 
He fe.t dizzy, unbuttoned his collar and 
staggering to his feet took a glass of brandy. 
Standing there with the empty glass on 
the table before him, gazing at the vault, his 
brows knitted, his teeth clinched, his ‘lips 
twitching spasm ddically, he was a picture of 
satanic rage and fear. 

R:fusing still to believe that anything could 
have gous wrong with the combination, he 
tried ic again and again, between each attempt 
squitting on the floor like a fierce beastina 
he a he tried to think what he should 


cage. 
do. He dare not sand for the makers of the 
safe, it wouli disclose the existence of the 


roo nand his occupancy of it, and for many rea- 
sons he did not desire to have thit made public 
at the present crisis, with Theodore Kahn 
under arrest and a revival of the old sus- 
picioas against him likely to be aroused by 
the coming trial. He decided at last, and 


rising from the floor with muny fierce oaths, | 


he arranged his disordered apparel and, pus- 
ting on his overcoat and hat, went out. 
A few minutes later he was closeted with 


the maker of the safe, smoothly telling him | 
that a client had been accused of attempting to | 
rob his own safe in order to account for a | 
failure to settle with his creditors and | 


to successfully defend him, he desired to be 
instructed in methods which would be em- 
ployed by a skilled cracksman, also to be 
shown how an amateur would likely go to 
work. When he left the foundry he thoroughly 
understood the modus operandi of safe blow- 
ing, and had several cartridges in his pocket 
together with a full set of tools. The rest of 
the day he spent in drilling, and that night 
had there been anyone in the outer office, 
an explosion could have been heard. The 
ruined combination yielded easily aad in 
anotner moment he had the empty box, 
which had held the Moore papers, in his hand. 
Then it dropped to the floor, to be crushed a 
moment afterwards by his heavy form as he 
fell in a fit. 

The first rays of the winter mornipg were 
streamiag through the window when he re- 
covered consciousness. Chilled and stiff he 
could barely rise to a sitting position, and then 
was unable to understand his surroundings. 
The open door of the safe, the broken wood of 
the box, seemed like something seen in a 
dream, but with his slowly returning mental 
Powers came a realization of his loss, a com- 
coun of the trap into which he had been 

d, and the fear that other documents might 
be missing urged him to a desperate effort. 
At last he succeeded in struggling to his 
feet; but the room swam about him, it grew 
dark, and only by clinging to the safe was he 
able to save himself from falling. 


Ag iin his brain seemed to regain its power | 


when in the bright sunlight the cut glass 
brandy decanter suggested something which 
would perhaps enable him to recover himself, 
but as he tried to move, that awful and sicken 
ing dizziness came back. He slowly reached 
out with one hand and could touch the table, 
and when tha swirling blood again seemed to 
recede from his brain he pulled himself over 
and again stood in sick dizziness waiting 
until he dare venture another movement. At 
last he had the brandy in his hand; he could 
scarcely swallow, but the stimulants revived 
him, and though he lurched forward like a 
druuken man he was ables to close the safe 


door, put the brandy back in the cabinet, hide | 


the tools with which he had been working and 
then staggering out to his private office, locked 
the door behind him, telephoned fora carriage 
and was driven home, fearful to remain any 
longer lest the dizziness against which he 
fought should a him, 


While Killick bas been ones to open his 
safe, Ralpn Moore had been closeted with 
Lawyer Chandler, who, after examining the 
pavers taken from Killick’s safe, declared there 
would be no trouble ia obtaining possession of 
the property. 

The old gambler insisted that proceedings 
should be begua at once. 

‘*T am getting to be an old man,” said he, 

“‘and I have been poor long enough, while my 


“rascally relations have enjoyed what should 


have been mine.’ 
** Don’t you think it would be wiser to send 
for your nephew and try and arrange a com- 
romise? If you allowed him a small amount 
have no doubt he would rather accept it than 
take the chances of a lawsuit.” 

‘Not a cent. I want it all, and I want it 
quick. If youdon’t take right hold of it and 
rattle it along, [Jl go to someone who will.” 

‘* Now take my advice, Mr. Moore, and don't 
be too rash. Get the proofs of your birth. If 
possible hunt.up someone who can identify you 


80 that we will have such a strong case that ; 


the Colonel will yield at once. You te!l me he 
Knows of the existence of this will. If so, we 


can threaten him with prosecution for fraud in | 


mortgaging property ‘which he knew did not 
belong to him. Youcan do all I suggest to day, 
and we will begin to-morrow. If you need any 
financial assistaoce in the meantime, [ will be 


- able to advance you enough to keep you going.’ 


* Weil, yu might give ine a coupie of hundred 
* said Moore eagerly. ‘I confess I 
am pretty short.” 

Chandler gave him a-check, and as Moore put 
it in his pocket he repeated the question which 


‘had been about the firsc one he had asked: 


* You are certain Killick-won't proceed against 
me for robbing. his safe?” 





| nurse, 


|} at least, 





** Yes, Iam positive of it. He can’t honestly 
account for the possession of that will. He 
was no doubt a partner in the fraud perpe- 
trated on Miss Browning, and will keep quiet. 
You need have no fear of him,” 

‘““At any rate,” suggested Moore, “my 
daughter can swear he gave it to her, if it is 
ever necessary, can’t she?” 

‘Of course, of course,” answered Chandler, 
‘there are a dozen ways of getting out of it. 
Don't let that trouble you.” 

It did trouble him, however. 

As his old companions had long said, he was 
losing his nerve. Recognizing that he was 
growing old, a constant fear beset him that he 
would end his life in prison, and this had stayed 
his hand in many a crooked game. It was at 
the beginning of the period when he first began 
to lose his reckless confidence in himself that 
he had married, with the resolution to be cau- 
tious and begin the process of saving dines 
enough to make him comfortable when too old 
to be any longer attractive as a companion or a 
partner. The resolution to resume respecta 
bility had been ruined by his brother's scornful 
refusal to advance him money enough to start 
him in business, and after the failure to estab- 
lish himself in some reputable way of living 
came the desertion of his wife and child. After 
that his luck had been bad. He had not cour- 
age enough to attempt desperate things, and a 
gambler who is not desperate is of necessity a 
failure. During the few years before he re- 
turned to his wife, and appears as a minor 
character in this story, he had subsisted on the 
friends with whom he had lavishly spent his 
money in other days, and had become little 
better than a sporting tramp. 

One can easily realize the pleasure it was for 
him to find a comfortable home and immunity 
from the danger he had been continually run- 
ning by frequently go ag the law and 
mentally feeling its clutches. It had been a 
flashing up of his old spirit which had led to 
his operations in Killick’s private room and the 
seizure of the documents in the safe, but now 
that the long-coveted fortune was within his 
ene the fear of prison haunted him unceas 


in 

eS. had quickly recognized this and deter- 
mined that it should in her hand be the means 
of forcing her father to act as she dictated. 
Now that wealth had come to her, the old bit- 
terness against Tully died away, and in its 
place came a spirit of proud hopelessness 
which, while it did not add to her a, 
made her more gentle and forgiving. She 
knew when her father proved his claim to the 
family property it would establish her socially, 
if it did not in the meantime transpire that her 
father had been forced to adopt the role of a 
burglar, and she the part of an adventuress, to 
secure what belonged to them. Thus, after 
Ralph Moore's first interview with Chandler, 
the control of the case fell into Cora’s hands, 
and she conducted it with an energy and 
secrecy which had the double object of estab- 
lishing their rights and—in the hope of again 
saving Tullv and bringing him back to her—of 
involving Killick deeply in the fraud which 
had begun in the registration of the false memo- 
rial and ended in the loan of Miss Browning's 
money to her uncle. On the afternoon of the 
day that Killick had been driven home from 
his office, in the wintry dawn, Lawyer Chand- 
ler called upon him to confront him with the 
evidence which had been obtained, but was 
informed that Mr. Killick was ill at ‘his house 
and would probably not be back at his office 
fora week. Chandlercould not lose the oppor: 
tunity of settling some of his old scores with 
Tully by bullying nim a little with vague 
threats of what he proposed to do, 

**T have evidence in my pocket,” said he, as 
he sat in Tully's private room, ‘which will 
make your partner a sicker man than he is 
now, when I get a chance to show it to him.” 

* Indeed, ” said Tully scornfully, “T am not 
responsible for Mr. Killick’s conduct and I am 
very doubtful if you are smart enough a lawyer 
to catch him tripping.” 

‘It is not a question of my smartness, Mr. 
Tully, but of his rascality, and I am afraid your 
firm will present a very sorry appearance when 
this matter gets into court. 

“Mr. Chandler,” answered Tully with dig- 
oy ‘if there is a matter you desire me to 
look into, present your case at once. If you 
are simply amusing yourself by a little loud talk 
go to someone you canfrighten. As for me Iam 
entirely indifferent to anything you can door 
say, and the consciousness that I have done 
no ‘hing of which I need be afraid, emboldens 
me to request re to go to the devil.” Mr. 
Chandler retired in a rage and would have 
taken proceedings at-once, but Cora restrained 
him. “Go up and see Mr. Killick at his 
house,” she suggested, ‘‘ perhaps he is only 
shamming.” 

Cnandler went, but the doctor met him in 
the hall and forbade any intrusion upon his 
patient, 

‘He is a very sick man, Mr. Chandler,” 
whispered the doctor in the tone of oily im- 
portance which fashionable physicians are so 
fond of assuming, ‘and I doubt very much if 
he ever leaves his bed. Apoplexy, my dear 
fellow, and symptoms of brain softening. 


| Came home this morning after being absent all 


night, ina tercible condition ; must have had 
a violent shock. Absolute quiet is the only 
thing that can save him. 1 have forbidden 
anyone to be admitted to his room except the 
I will walk down street with you, Mr. 
Chandler, if you don't mind. Not going my 
way? No? Good morning, sir.’ 

Chandler's report of Killick’s condition 
alarmed Cora, and after a lengthy consultation 
with her father it was decided that nothing 
should be done until he either recovered, or un- 


| til they might be sure he would never act as 


prosecutor. 

Nor did Cora feel free from personal respon- 
sibility. The thought that she had been justi- 
fied in acting as she did, did not relieve her 
from a horrible fear that she was, indirectly 
the cause of Killick’s condition. 
+ Mother,’ *said she bitterly, *‘ how often we have 
talked about wealth and position. Now we 
have them both wichin our reach and yet we 
are inore miserable than ever. I teel as if I 
had murdered that old man, and there is no 
telling what happened in his room or how the 
affair would look if he died and an inquest were 
held. Likely enough both father and I would 
be implicated and disgraced.” 

Mrs. Burnham could give her but little com 
fort; the same fear had been passing through 
her mind as for hours she had sat bolt-upright 
in the squeaking rocking-chair, picturing the 
most dire disasters, 

**I feel, said she, ** like running away.” 


(To be Continued. ) 
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A Great Opportunity in His Grasp. 





‘*Have you ever experienced the feeling Mr. 
M'Pelican,” said the young lady softly, ** that 
some great opportunity was wichio your grasp, 
but you had hardly the presence of mind, the — 
the courage, as it were, to avail yourself of it?” 

**Why—er—yes, Miss Quickstep, I have 
sometimes had a kind of feeling as if I'd been 
sent for and couldn’t go, you know.” 

Miss Amanda sighed dreami'y, and there 
was &@ pause during which the two sat in the 
semi darkness of the Quickstep parlor and ex 
changed profound silence. 

He sat and looked helpless at the glowing 
coals in the grate, with the feeling that every 
breath he drew was a mortifying and ghastly 
blunder, 

** As you were about to say, Mr. M’Phelican,” 
resumed the young lady, “there are times 
when it seems to all of us that we must speak 
what is in our h—— in our minds.” 





“Fes,” vaguely answered the bewildered 
youth, and he tried to remember when jhe had 
started {0 say any thing of the kind; “yes, of 
course.’ 

‘*And while I am not sure that I ought to 
listen to you, Mr. M’ Pelican,” she said, with 
downcast eyes, ‘“‘ when you speak to me in 
this—in this pe rsonal manner, yet 

The young man could feel his pulse beating a 
tattoo on the drums of his ears, but he sat like 
a boy with the master’s eye upon him, and said 
nothing. 

‘*By the way,” exclaimed Miss Amanda pres- 
ently, ‘I have a new book of engravings, Mr, 
M‘ Pelican, that I am sure you will enjoy see- 
ing. It is a large book, and you'll have to move 
yourchair. Yes, you can sit here with me on 
the sofa. I never thought of that !' 

The pictures danced before the eyes of the 
young man in blurred, confused images. 

“Isn't this engraving of the ‘ Courtship of 
Florence Dombey and Walter Gay’ perfectly 
lovely?” 

‘*Wh-which is Walter?” he gasped. 

“There! Look closer. Don’ t you see him?” 

‘“Wh-who's he courting?’ 

**'You'll have to come closer, Mr, M‘Pelican. 
I declare though,” and she looked archly at the 
trembling vouth, “‘ 1 am almost afraid to let vou 
come any nearer. You look exactly like Wal- 
ter in the picture.” 

And then the arm of that helpless: young 
man stole in a timid, apologetic, sneaking way, 
round the waist of the charming Amanda 
Quickstep ; her head sank upon his shoulder, 
and the book of engravings fell neglected to 
the fHoor. 

‘* Alfred,” she said, an hour later, as she 
toyed w ith a button ot his coat, ‘you bold boy! 
How on earth did you ever muster up the cour- 
age to ask me to be your wife? You know well 
enough I never gave youa particle of encourage- 
ment.’ 

The young man patted her condescendingly 
on the head and then spoke proudly, with the 
voice of an Ajax defying the lightning: 
‘“*When I make up my mind to do anything, 
Amanda, no obstacle on earth can stop me!” 
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Voices from sled—Hi—ho, dar! Look out’n de 
roai! You's ‘ll git killt! 





‘Deacon Ross—Look out yo'selbes; an doan’ 
speak so oe to yos periyers de nex 
time.—N. FY. 





Very Good in Theory. 





Wife (addressing her husband, who after 
dinner, has settled down to a quiet smoke)— 
My dear, I forgot to tell you that I am studying 
Delsarte. 

Husband—What form does that take? 

Wife—Why, a class to receive instruction in 
the Delsarte system of expression ; in short, it 
embraces intelligent expression without the 
use of words, 

Husband (with enthusiasm)—Good! Any- 
thing that teaches or even advises a woman to 
avoid the use of words is pointing toward the 
ideal civilization. But supposing you want 
money, for instance, how can you make your 
wants known without the employment of soft 
and honeyed words ? 

Wife—You don’t understand. The system 
does not teach us to make known our wants, 
but to practice grace and elegance. 

Husband—Does it say anything about the 
better management of servant girls? 

Wife—Of course not. 

Husband—Throw any light upon the baking | 
of bread ? 

Wife—How provoking vou are! 

Husband—Well, then, I don't see that it is of ! 
much use after all, 

Wife—It teaches gracefulness, and in all ages 
gracefulness has been held as one of the finest 
outgrowths of civilization. Now, for instance, 
what is more graceful than the act of sitting 
down properly? Yov. must not sit down in 
sections, but with a sort of lithe swing: and 
further:more.you must not look at the chair, al- 
though you must know thar it isthere. It is 
vulgar to look at a chair before sitting down 
onit. Now, I will walk out of the room, come 
in, and sit on this chair. See, I will pace the 
chair like this. 

[She goes out of the room. The husband 
turnsthe chair round, She enters the room, 
bows gracetully, and—sits down on the floor. } 

Husband (springing forward and skilfully 
knocking over the chair to prevent the detec 
tion of his crime)—My gracious, did you hurt 
yourself? 

Wife—I—I—fear it is necessary to look at the 
chair. 

Husband (lifting her up)—Yes, I think so. It 
is ali right to sit down on a meadow Without 
looking at it, but I think that ob;ervation is 
hecessary with regard toachair. Delsarte may 
have had many good points, but I fear he was 
sometimes wrong. 





Love's Young Dream. 


Little Girl (at sechool)—What did the teacher 
send you here for? 

Little Boy—She said IT was bad, and must 
come over and sit with the girls. 

“Tlike you. Can you stay long?” 

“Guess not. I wasn't very bad.” 

* Well, you be badder next time.” 


———> 
Knew Herselt. 


Stranger (at the door)—I am trying to finda 
lady whose married name I have forgotten, 
but I know she lives in this neighborhood. She 
isa woman easily described, and perhaps you 
know her—a singularly beautiful creature, with 
pink and white complexion, sea-shell ears, 
lovely eyes, and hair such as a goddess might 
envy. 

Servant—Really, sir, I don't know—— 

Voice (from head of stairs)—Jane, tell the 
gentleman I'll be down in a minute. 











_-< 


NIGHI1. 


A Foretaste of the Millennium. 


A Harlem man chuckled when he came into 
the Astor House yesterday, and his face was 
wreathed in smiles. 

** What's up— found a fiver?” 

‘* Better than that.” 

* Win at cards ?' ?” 

** Nothing to it.’ 

‘© Well. what wa; it?” 

“Wife's got quinsy; can’t get better for a 
week, at least—and can't say a blessed word, 
Come and ha‘e a drink on the strength of it.’ 

He— What picture is that ? 

She—I don't know who did it, but it is a Ger- 
man interior. 

He (critically)—No, I think not. 

She—But the catalogue says so. 

He (hypercritically)—Well, it ought to know, 
but I see neither beer or sausage in it, and i 
never heard of a German interior without one 
or the other of those articles present. 





BARRETT & CO. | 


Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 
18 YONGE ST. ARCADE 


$55 PER FOOT--COLLEGE ST., 


side, between Shaw and Given. 


$43 ete FOOT—CEN VTRE ROAD, ROSE- 
DALE, 228 feet deep. 





NORTH 





$22 PER FOOT—DUNCAN ST., NORTH 


side, near McDonald. 





$6 PER FOOT—ELIZABETH ST., FiVE 
minutes’ walk from the Bolt Works, overlooking Humber 
Bay. Water on the street. 





BLOCK OF LAND—15 ACRES—EAST OF 
the Humber; price $5,000. 


$4.300—WILCOX ST.— BRICK HOUSE; 


eleven rooms; all modern convenience ; rented until May 1. 


$22,500-THREE STORES—COR. QUEEN 


and Fenning streets. 


BELL WOODS AVENUE—TWO HOUSES, 


brick front, 7 rooms, bath, w.c.; $1,700. 


PARTIES DESIROUS OF GOING INTO 
buriness will do well to call on me, as I have several stocks 
of hardware for sale. 


BARRETT & CO. 
18 Yonge Street Arcade. Telephone No. 897 


Nt, Charles Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
70 YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 

















Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
ground floor. Fi-est Bar in Canada. 
Choice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 


CPO itors— etors 


~ DUNNS — 
BAKING 
POWDER 


__THECOOK'SBESTFRIEND _ 


J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 
847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 











40 years’ record of honorable deal- 
ing 


40 years before an intelligent public 
40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 


40 years of liberal and equitable 
methods 


40 years manufacturers and dealers 


SPEAK STRONGER TO YOU THAN ANY WORDS OF OURS 


| 
Kh. S. Williams & Son 
| 
| 





143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 1504 


THE CHARLES ROGERS AND SONS 00. 


95 and 97 ae St. 


The Leading House se for Fine Furnitare 


THE 


LATEST DESIGNS 


IN BEST WORKMANSHIP. 
LOWEST PRICES 


Comparison Solicited---No Trouble 
to snow ¢ Goods. 


THE CHARLES ROGERS & SONS 00. 


95 and 97 Yonge St., Toronto. 


Wirt Fountain Pen 


The greatest invention of the age. Writes the instant it 
touches paper and never fails. The cheapest and best on 
the market. 


AGENTS WANTED. 
Write for circulars. 


CHAS. H. BROOKS 
Canadian Agent, 
Public Library neat, 





Toronto. 


CHERRY MANTELS, 
MAHOGANY MANTELS, 
WALNUT MANTELS, 
OAK MANTELS. 


The Best Houses in Toranto fitted up with 


MILLICHAMP’S MANTELS 


SHOW ROOMS: 


31 Adelaide Street East, City. 














Be Woraed i in . Fican. 


Cure your Cough before you are beyond reach of human care or skill. Ayer’s 
Cherry Pectoral, properly administered, is a certain and speedy cure for all Throat 
and Lung Diseases. It is not a mere syrup, or cheap cough mixture, but a scientific 
preparation of great merit. **I used Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, last spring, for a 
severe Cough, and for Lung troubles, with good effeet. It completely cured me. 
— Harvey Baughman, Proprietor Globe Hotel, Mt. Gilead, Ohio. 

DELAYS ARE DANGEROUS, 

After other medicines failed, 1 was; A few weeks ago I took a severe Cold, 
speedily cured of « dangerous Cough by | which, at first, I neglected to care for. In 
the use of two bottles of Aver’s Cherry | three days it affected my Lungs, and I 
Pectoral. — Rev. W. J. Chaplin, Pastor of | became ‘extremely ill. “Bre athing wus 
the New Covenant Caurch, Chicago, lll. most difficult and painful, and my family 

physician, not being able to come im- 

About five years ago I suffered from | mediately to the house, sent direction ns 
very obstinate Coug h, from which I was | that I shoul Id tuke Ayer s Che my Pe 
unable to obtain relief. I was finally per- ral, Twas promptly relieved by the use 
suaded, by a friend, to try Aver’s Cherry of this medicine, and, after taking only 
Pectoral, and, before taking half a bottle one bottle. was entire ly cured, — Andrew 
of this medicine, was entirely cured. J, Davis, Atebison, Kunsius. 

Since then I have used it whenever 

needed, and always with good effect. — Two vears agoT suffered from a severe 

Charles Meacham, Westtield, Mass. fattack of Bronchitis. The physician at- 
tending me became fearful that the disease 

Avyer’s Cherry Pectoral is the best rem-| would terminate in Pueumonia. At 
edy [ have ever found for Colds and | trying various medicines, without ben 
Coughs, or for Throat and Lung diseases, | he finally prescribed Aver’s Cherry I 
I have used it in my family fer many | toral, which relieved me at once. L ¢ 
years. It always effects speedy cures. — | tinued to take it, and, in a short time, » 

-J. P. Depoy, Londonderry, Ohio, ‘cured. — Ernest Colton, Logansport, 7] 


Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 


Sold by Druggists. Price $1, six bottles, $5 





CUTLERY 
SILVER PLATED WARE 


KEYSTONE EGG BEATERS 
Agate Ware and Retinned Goods 


IN ENDLESS VARIETY. 


General House Furnishings 





HARRY A. 


90 YONGE STREET 


COLLINS 




































Sie 


SUR rcs: 


m= 


a pea mene te ac he tn a 


= 


















10 








Telephone 344 


MARSLAND & KENNEDY 


FAMILY GROCERS 


WINE & SPIRIT MERCHANTS 


285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


Fine Wines for Medicinal Purposes a 
Specialty. 


GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
| 


The Old and Ponvlar Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


J. W. L. FORSTER, | 
ARTIST | noitandGrayon 


_STUDIO—KING STREET EAST. 


J. FRASER BRYCE 


PHOTOGRAPHER: 
107 KING STREET WEST 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


Finest Cabinet ‘Photographs $1.50 
per Dozen. 





GANADA AND THE UNITED pin ROBINSON & MOORE, 147 YONGE ST. 


It is positively the only line from Toronto runnin 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Pastor 
- electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. 
P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. 


ANCHOR LINE 


ATLANTIC EXPRESS SERVICE 


Liverpool via Queenstown 





NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO, 


Head Offices 22 to 28 King Street West, Toronto 
Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies 
and Annuities. 
Hon. A. Mackenzi®, M.P., Pres.; Hon. A. Morris and J. L. 
BuaIkiR, Vice-Presidents ; WM. McCasr, Man’g Director. 


JOHN P. MILL 


Watchmaker and Jeweler 





Watches and Weddin os a specialty. Special attention 
to all kinds of Repairing 


SS. City of Rome Sails from New York | 4454 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto, 


September 5 and October 3. 
GLASGOW SERVICE 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
Londonderry. 





For Rates, Plans and al! information, apply to 


M. D. Murdoch & Co. 


AGENTS, 6€ YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard S.S. Line 


in patronized by Toronto's 


BEST SOCIETY 
Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed 


‘A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 56 Yonge St 


JOHN BLAND 


108 YONGE STREET 


Fine Merchant Tailoring 


| 
| 
| 
CHOICE GOODS | 
| 








RIGHT PRICES 
CORRECT STYLES 


W. C. MURRAY 


FASHIONABLE TAILOR 
279 YONGE STREET 


FIRST-CLASS FIT AND FINISH TO ALL 
OUR WORK 


201 


PLATTS, The Tailor, will sell Overcoats 
balance of the season at cost. Don’t for- 
get 201 Yonge Street. 


P.S.—Pants a Specialty. 


PLATTS, The Tailor 
201 YONGE STREET 


FRANK McLAUGHLIN 
Fine Tailoring, 319 Yonge Street 








| PROF. THOMAS’ 





Y.W.C.G. Building, 201 & 203 Yonge St. 
New Sacred Songs 


GARDEN OF PRAYER---F and G 


By VERNON REY. 


KING DAVID’S LAMENT---D and F 


By FRANK SWIFT. 








Price 50 Cents Each 
| 


TORONTO 


EDWIN ASHDOWN p 


89 Yonge Street, and London, Eng. 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
SUPERIOR 
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THE HUB CAFE 


And MERCHANTS’ Sian COUNTER 


First-class in every respect. A specialty is the choice 
butter and the best meats procurable. All the delicacies of 
the season and prompt attendance. Private dining-room 
up-stairs. Reading and smoking rooms attached. 

12 Colborne 8st., W. R. BINGHAM, PROP. 


“« M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘ White Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of Champ Over half a million imported cigars always 
in stock. “trade supplied at bottom prices. 


THE JEWELL RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 
HARRY MORGAN . > Proprietor 
The Leading Restaurant for Toronto City Merchants. 


Game in season always en the bill of fare. 
First-class Reading and Smoking Roo..s, supplied with 
all the daily papers. 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 


D. SMALL, Proprie*or. 
CONFEDERATION 


Life Association 
15 Toronto Street 
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Tease) dlc oe Ap Se 


NIGHT, 


IF. H. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R. Simpson’s 
Dry Goods Store 


OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


SPAULDING & CHEESBROUGH 


DENTISTS 
South East Cor. Queen and Yonge Sts. 


EETH WITH OR 
aWITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
cH IGGS. 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
3 V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 



















New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
a specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


Mr. HIPKINS 
DENTIST 


ROOMS, No. 1 COLLEGE AVENUE 
(Over Wood’s Drug Store, cor. Yonge street.) 








ELOCUTION 


Miss Jessie Alexander, B. E. 
TEACHER AND PUBLIC READER 


May be engaged for Society and Church Concerts, &e: 





__RESIDENCE, 60 BRUNSWICK AVE. 


A VO (LATE OF THE ROYAL. 

e e Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
‘at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


MISS ‘LIZZIE HIGGINS 


Late of Royal Conservatorium, Leipzig, Germany 


Teacher of Piano-forte, Harmony, Counterpoint, &., at the 
Toronto College of Music, is prepared to receive pupil» 
for private instruction at her residence, 


16 CLARENCE SQUARE 


PERCY V. GREENWOOD 
Organist Al Saints’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 
manual organ’for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne street. 
Telephone 1,775. 


MR. THOMAS BAUGH. 
CORNET VIRTUOSO 


© en for concert, etc. First- clase music for Balle,! Recep- 
tions, At Homes. © We 

257 Readina Ave. 
Or care Heintzman & Co., 117 King St. West: 


Mr. HAMILTON McCARTRY, A.B.C.A., Sculptor 


Has removed to commodious Riseca ie on the ground floor 
of New Buildings on Lombard Street, immediately opposite 
Postoffice. 





Claxton’s 


x» Music Stores 
197 Yonge Street 


AND 


63 King Street West 
Toronto Conservatory of Music 


Hon. G. W. Allan, President 
OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON 


50 TEACHERS aV hie f all departments of Musie 
& taught from b oeginning to graduation, 

including piano, vocal art, orvan, violin, sight pinging. harmony, 

etc.; also elocution, Certificates and Diplomas, 

Tuition, $5 and upwards per term, Both class ‘tnd rivate 
instructien. Pupils may enter at any date and are onl ed 
GiNTAes Board and room provided. EE Db. 

3 E ementary harmony and violin instruction, 
lectures, concerts, recitals, etc. Calendar giving fullinformation 
mailed on application. 

There being private schools bearing names somewhat similar, 
it is particularly requested that all correspondence for the 
Conservatory be addressed 

WARD FISHER, Director 
Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Ave. TORONTO, 








ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


142 Cariton Street 


Opposite the Gardene 
This is a Private School, patronized by the best 


families in the city. The principal teacher who has had 


Bronze Medal 1884.—GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 | The Home Savings & Loan Co. (Limited) KINDLING WOOD---SOLID PINE 
OSTRICH FEATHER DYER 


The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and 
Defective Feathers Ke-made into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 


Fome, Aigrotes and Mounts. Feathers Shaded or Dyed in | Hox. Faann Suira, Jauns Mifenager, | 733 Queen St. West, late 5 Adelaide St. West | pacrpy COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 















charge of the school for the past four years is a German, 
educated in his native country, and has had thirty yeare- 
experience as a teacher of music in the United States and 
Canada. Mechanical playing of scales and exercises retarde 
the intellectual part of Piano instruction, which is the foun- 
dation of a thorough and lasting education. By our method 
we overcome this difficulty without sacrificing technicali 
proficiency. Thorough work guaranteed from the lowest: 
to the highest grade. Private instruction at pupil’s resi- 
denceif prefecred. For information address the incl i 
«. FARRINGER. 


Toronto 
a. ollesge 
of Music, Vocal, In- of M us i Cc 


Strumental and The 
oretical, by except- 


ney oe —_. and Orchestral and 
manual Pipe erin - Organ ook 


and capacious Music Hall. Students of Orchestral Instruments 
have the special advantage of practical experience in an orchestra 
of sixty performers, Vocal Students take part in a large chorus, 

gaining experience in Oratorio and classical works, All courses 

throughly practical, whether for professional or amateur students. 

All Students participate FREE in concerts and lectures on har- 

mony, acoustics and all other subjects necessary to a proper = 

sical education. TERMS:—Class or private tuition, $5 to 

¥. H. Torrington, Director, 12-14 Pembroke St., TORON 20 
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Tocca aiden canine 
Me yy aa PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
zs 5 ae ‘i 


Ontario Academy, 47 Phosbe Street 


Careful tuition and training for commercial life or the 
various professions. 
Private tuition for students in the evening. Send for 
prospectus. R. W. DILLON, aes on. 
rin 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MES, MENDON, 236 McCaul Street 


JAs. Cox & SON 


WINDOW DECORATION IN MOORISH STYLE, 


The Decorator and Furnisher. 











83 Yonge Street 


OFFICE No. 72 CHURCH STI., TORJNTO. 


Deposits received, small and large sums. Interest at 
highest current unten allowed. 


3 ¢ rates . . - . *. 00 
6 1,00 
Summer Wood #2. 25 per Load 








STAINED GLASS mo WALL | 2 Wri BiFigh Bat pret tes eer) — EW, MCADAM R. Truax 
PAPER ame Ses ripgetnnaines 
REMOVAL 18 SELLING Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 
72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST $1.00 N EW FICTION ee 
TORONTO « ciiidia/oiiiiie Ladies’ Silk-Worked Velvet Slippers 1.00 FURNITURE 
TELEPHONE , ; . m2 53 Gloucester Street, late 14 Charles Street Ladies’ French Heel Slippers 1.00 ree hag Prices meen 








Dominion Stained Glass Co 


77 RICHMOND STREET WEST 


DRESSMAKERS’ NEW 
—_—- —_—___—_— —_—_—__—_ TAILOR SYSTEM OF ' C aped, 
a : | ‘QUARE MEASURE- New , ca ; ' 
LENT, (iate Prof. Moody’s). . y 3 ’ : > 
a ‘rafts direct without paper , : . 
| patterns, J.& A.CARTER, ‘ fF SN , , oan 
a | dilliners, Dresmakers aad Telephone 1756 88 Queen Street West cents. The above are all from the press of 
Memorial Windows and eve escription of Church and | T to ear ~ : 
Somestindan Stamm laeting | pee sisted. sUMAS MUFFAIT | J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 
| ee ee liao 
| } 


Wheel-Cut, Sand-Cut, Embossed, Bent Glass 
and Bevelled Plate 


Aleo new and elegant designs in Bevelled, Engraved and 
Silvered Plate for mantles. 


Designs and estimates on application. Telephone 1470. 


JUST OUT! 


PRICE 25 CENTS | 


REAL ESTATE BROKER. AND 
The Storm of 92 25 Adelaide street East - Sieaid, | EVENING SLIPPERS 


BMonew to Loan. 


By W. H. C. LAWRENCE 


A description of the probable war between Canada and the B 
United States in 1892, with a history of the events which a ri S ar e r oO p. 


led up to it. 
For Sale by Newsdealers Everywhere 


SHEPPARD PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Toronto, Publishers. 


| 
| THE MISSES PLUMMER | Ladies’ Engedi Kid Button Boots 


rts 
| 24 King Street East, Toronto, 156 Bt. ‘James Street, 


Agencies in all Foreign Capita 


oa 





Gent's Silk-Worked Velvet Slippers 75 OUR 


Gent's Cord Bal C 1.75 es of New York,” at 25 cen o win's 
re ee eee Barnes of New York,” at 25 cents; \;Johu Bodwin's | SOLID WALNUT BEDROOM SUITE 


**The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of “a 
$28.00 


Canada,” by Samuel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
IS ACKNOWLEDGED TO BE THE 


BEST VALUE 


EVER OFFERED 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of ‘Mr. 


THE BIG 88 SHOE STORE 


W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 25 








AND SHOES 
- PATENTS - FINE ORDSRED BOO re strlotly first-class | — 


| 
| 

KELLOND & Oo: | sos YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
| | 
| 
| 


__Ask for them at your bookseller’s. 


MEDLAND & JONES 


Agenta Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 


| Telephone No. 1067. Offices—Equity Chambers, cor. Vit- 
toria and Adelaide Sts., and 37 Adelaide St. East, Toronto. 


“urls Bow, | Davies Brothers 


KING 8T. WEST. 218 Yonge St., cor. Wilton Ave. 


— For one month only we will allow 15 per cent. disooun 
A Coupes Ibe. on all but above. 


Solicitors and Exp _THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERT FALL. 


H. & 0. Blatchford 


NEW, ELEGANT AND POPULAR 


Montreal, Pacific Cyltting, Washington, D. C. 
a. Trade re ‘Designs | 
and Copy rights Registered. 













A. CASE!) 


American Boots and Shoes 


TELEPHONE 1482. | In all Varieties, Sizes 





GENTLEMEN’S FIRST-CLASS WORK | 





and Widths now on 
hand. 






Carriages $1 
Telephone 123. Walnut, Mahogany Oherry, Birch, 
Flooring, Shingles, Lath, Lignum- 
vite, Boxwood and Mouldings. 


HILLOCK & KENT, Albert Street 





o— B. McBRIDE 


ri BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 
Room C., 16 Victoria street, Toronto. 
Money to loan. 





60 King Street East, J. WALTON. | 


“S38 Bury 
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Out ot Town. 


BRANTFORD, 





- Mra Rice 
Mrs. A. S. Hardy. 

Mrs. Baines of Toronto is spending a few 
weeks with her aunt, Mrs. J. H. Stratford. 


of Toronto is visiting her cousin, 


Miss Katie Wade of Toronto is visiting at 


the residence of her uncle, Mr. J. Y. Morton. 


Miss Allen of Bowmanville returned home 


on Monday. 


Mrs. George H. Wilkes gave a very pleasant 


afiernoon tea last Thursday for her cousin, 


Miss liskin, at which about thirty ladies were | 


present. , 

On Feiday afternoon Mrs. John Wallace also 
gave one of the popular thimble parties. 

On Friday evening a large party of ladies 


and gentlemen took a snowshoe tramp across 
counter The tramp was an unusually long 
one, an lt ineluded several fences and any num- 


ber of Lills, which the ladies took in splendid 
style. it was past ten o'clock when they re- 
{ to town, and did full justice to a hot 
supper which awaited them. 

Oie of the most delightful parties of the 
seasoa was given by the Misses Goodson at 


fturnae 





their lovely home on Brant avenue Iriday | ¢ 
ev ning, I's -bruary 15. The guests were entirely 
youig peopl A‘vong them [I noticed Miss 
Mo Miss Wade of Tor mito, the Misses 
lounsta, the Misses Van Norman, Miss Nelles, 
: iarnhart of Owen Sound, Miss Gerty 
Byrne, Moeassrs. Allan Johnson, Warwick, 
Lows, FL Do and R. Reville, Geo. Muirhead, T 
Hoskius, Capt. Christie and others. 
I BK, 'T. Wilkes gar 2a very pleasant even- 
D yon Monda ning 
Vives. A. S tardy" wAt Home was held on 
Wal lay evening, and was one of the events 
yf cl “son 
LINDSAY, 
Ore of the most brilliant and fashionable | 
Which has occurred in Lindsay for 
m2 past took place at St. Paul's Church 
wy afternoon. Everything was pro 
ae day was a vlorious one—clear 
the 319 brightly shining, the weather 
it rosty vad all nature emed to 
rT favor upon tie event. Long before 
) yopointed for the cerenonvy 
1s lting was filled to its utmost by 
th wh f ‘k the bride | 
1 i rnt isl arm of Dr. 
) L433 und wa net altar by the 
goom-elect. As th icefully stood 
the anxious, eager thre fa murmur of 
fon eseiped them, 
' mtracting parties were Mr, W. T. C. 
; x the tirm of Boyd & Co., Bocas reon, 
{| M «4s Meta Bridzman, daughter of the late 
Bridgman of ‘ioronto, and niece of our 
‘ted fellow townsman Dr. DeGrassi. The 
mony Was performed by Rev. C. H. Marsh 
f . Pauls church. assisted by Rev. Dean | 
Vien of Millbrook. The bride was elegantly 
iuttired in a dress of cream satin, tulle veil, a 


do ifal wreath of orange blossoms bedecked 
her orow and she held a superb bouquet of 
flowers in her hand, and locked charming 
beantiful. The bridesmaids were Miss 
IX. stie Boyd of Bobcaygeon, Miss Flora and Miss 
Scola Hamilton of Toronto. Miss Boyd was 
altired in cream crape Duchene, pearl trim- 
mines; Miss Hamilton in sea green china silk, 
and Miss Stel'a Hamilton in pink nun’s veiling, 
ind each of them looked the picture of beauty. 
The geoomsmen were Mr. Harry Hamilton 
ind Mr, W. H. Dansford of Toronto. Among 
ths guests —_ Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Hamilton of 
Toronto, Mr. John McDonald of Albany, N.Y., 
Mr. and Mrs. John Belcher of Peterboro, Dr. 
vit Mrs Bonnell of Bobcaygeon, Rev. and 
Mrs. Herbert Simons (professor in Trinity 
jiege) of Toronto, Mr. M. M. Boyd of Bob- 
caygeon, Mrs, Marsh, Miss Gallon and Mr. J. 
G. Mtlwards. After the ceremony the entire 
virty repaired to the residence of Dr. DeGrassi, 
where @ sumptuous wedding luncheon had 
been prepared, The happy couple left on the 
evening train, with the good wishes and con- 
gratulations of all, for an extended tour to 
British Columb‘a and California, stopping at 
the principal cities en route. The presents were 
num-:rous and most beautiful and costly, among 
whic. was a magnificent Italian marble clock 
and candelabra from the employes of the firm 
f Boyd & Co, May peace, happiness and pros- 
perity follow the couple through the voyage of 
ifs.—Lindsay Watchman 





jaa ceabeetesiiatamincal 

Invitations of the Berlit z School, 81 King 
street east, are out for ’Varsity students of 
mod-rn languages toa course of trial lessons 
and lacturesin French and German on Satur- 
davs at two o'clock. <A large number of ladies 


ani gantlemen have accepted with pleasure. 





The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 


EASION—On February 10, at Toronto, Mrs. R. F. Easson 
-——& 80n 

WINLO VW—Oa February 18, at Aylmer, 
low —a daughter. 

GILMOUR —Qn February 18, at Brockville, Mrs. Jas. H. 
Gilmour—a son. 

RO34NTHALL—On February 14, at Toronto, Mrs. M. 
Rosenthal—a son. 

CROFT—O i February 
dau rhter. 

ARGO—On February 10, 
Jamex Argo—a son. 

IKELAND—On February 16, at Toronto, Mrs. Alexander 
H. {rc!and—a daughter. 


Mra. F. J. Win- 


15, at Toronto, Mrs. W. Croft—a 


at the Manse, Norval, Mrs. | 


D) \“OE—@Gn February 12, at Madoc, Mrs. W. A. Dafoe— 
a dauvhter 
Mv -LELLAN—On February 5, at Madoc, Mrs. J. H. Mc- 


C lellan—a daughter. 


WILTSHIRE -On February 15, at Toronto, Mrs. H. 
Horace Wiltshire—a daughter. 
WiILKES—On February 12, at Toronto, Mrs. W. A. 


Wiles —a son. 





WORDEN—On February 14, at Toronto, Mrs. Jethro 
Wor ten—a son, 
Marriages. 
COPTON—WHITE— At Ottawa, John Cotton, to Isabel, 


th ed taughter of the late Hon. Thomas White. 

LIN DSEY—BETHUNE—On February 14, 
Cora \. Bethune, to George G. 8. Lindsey. 

KOO KE—RUSE—On February 13, at Toronto, George T. 
R>oke, to Leila A. Ruse. 

Bo Y D—-BRIODGMAN—On February 12, at Lindsay, by the 
Re’. ( H. Marsh, assisted b; Rev. Taos, Allen of Miilbrook, 
W T. +. Boyd of Bobcaygeon, to Meta, daughter of the late 
Irwin Bridgman, M. D., of Toronto. 

APPLEBY—WILSON—On February 14, at Toronto, John 
K. Appleby of Trafalgar, Ont , to Lovtisa Wilson of Oakville. 

E «fON—TOTHILL-—-On February 4, at Quamichan, 
Vancouver Island, Charles James Eaton, to Charlotte 
Fraces Tothill. 

WILSUN—JACKSON—On February 13, at Lucan, Harry 
Wilso.: of Peninsular Harbor, to Miss Annie Jackson of 
Lucas. 

DREW — McKINNON — On February 13, at 
Valley, Robert Cardwell Drew, to Annie McKinnon. 

LANGSTAFF—BICE—On February 16, at Toronto, Ernest 
F. Lingstaff, to Lizzie Bice of Aurora. 

HEARN—DONOHER—On February 13, at Belleville, 
Edw ord J. Heara of Tottenham, to Mamie Donoher 

GKRAY—BOND—On February 13, at East York, Alexander 
Gray, to Emma Bond. 

M \CRAE—ELLIOTT—On February 20, at Cobourg, 
Huber: H. Macrae of T>ronto, to Lilian Elizabeth, second 
daughter of Major Charles Elliott. 

PUGSLEY—PRICE—On February 20, at Queensville, 
Arthur BE. Pugeley of Davisville, to Tamasine E. Price. 

H AMILTON—BROWN—On February 19, at Toronto, T. 
H. tlamiltoa of Peterboro, to Mary E. Brown. 

M \RTIN—M ARTIN—On February 19, at Toronto, Nelson 
W. Martin of Danver, Colorado, to Alice Sophia Martin of 
Tor nto. 

© +X —SWANN—On February 20, at Woodstock, F. G 
Cox, to Cosie Swann. 


at Toronto, 


Maple 


Deaths. 

BRITTON—On February 14, at Toronto, Mrs. Edward 
Bri.ton, aged 45 years. 

HAGERMAN—On February 15, at Toronto, Eva May 
Hagerman, age 11 year. 

ARM3SPfRONG-—Oo February 18, at Toronto, Margaret 
Armstrong, aged 65 years. 

PRN TICE—On Pabrneey 16, at Ingersoll, Wm. Atkinson 
Prentice, aged 31 years 

GILDING—On February 15, at Toronto, James Pollard 
Gilding, aged 30 : 

SMITH—On February 5, at Woo!wich, Ont., Mitchel) 
Smith, aged 60 

LYSA HT—On _~— 15, at Toronto, Margaret Ly- 

ht, aged 78 years. 
ORILEY—On F February 3, at Ontario, Cal., 
Horesly, aged 72 years 


Catherine 





Iifterest due and accrued. 


donald, barrister-at-law. 
ARNELL— 
aged 66 years. 
H \ASKINGS at Toronto, 


-On February 1s, Amy Mauc 


Haskiney. 
DUNDAS—At Rochester, N. Y., John Dundas, aged 1 
years. 


GARREY—On February 19, at Toronto, Mrs. 





Garrey, aged 96 years. 

BUNNEGE—Oa February 17, at Toronto, Francis Bun- 
nege, aged 28 years. 

LEH MAN—On February 19, at Parkdale, Lydia Lehman 





aged 23 years. 
STUART—On February 19, 
Stuart, aged 83 years. 
MORRISON —On February 18, a 
Morrison, aged 86 years. 
RUSSELL—At Brooklyn, 
sell of Quebec. 


at Toronto, Rev. 
t Toronto, Mrs. 


N. Y., Henrietta (Daisy) Rus- 





CLARK—At Toronto, Thomas Clark, aged 80 years. 
SPEIGHT—On February 14, at Markham, Michael Speight, 
| aged 58 years 
| PEARSON—On February 15, at Toronto, Robbie Pearson, 
|} aged 161 mn onths. 
| LOVELL On February 17, at Toronto, Mrs. James 
| Lovell. 
| KERR—On February 13, at Perth, Ont., George Kerr, 
| aged 75 yeara. 
Pe po DOWELL—On February 17, at Toronto, Mrs. Hugh 
Caldwell, 
. ow AR R—On February 13, at Cobourg, Mrs. Mary Carr, 
ged 56 years. 
DEVI IN—On February 16, at Unionville, Mrs. John 
Deviin, aged 38 vears 


KELCEY—On February 9, Sound, Wiliam Hol- 


land Kelcey, aged 8 years 


at Parry 


| PATERSON—On February 16, at Toronto, Mrs. Jan 
| Balfour Paterson, ed 77 vears. 
| WALTON—On February 15, at Toronto, E twin B Walton 
j aged 22 years 
| BABY —At Toronto, Isabella Earl Bal agved 87 years 

GU VMER yy t ruary 16, a Aurora, ( irles Henry 
| Gum er 

FLETCHER—On February 16, at Toront J. Fletcher, 
| axed Vears 

SMtT t—On February 17, at Toronto, James Smith, awed 

WILSON —On February 17, at East Yo k, Hugh Wiison, 
aged 7G eats 
} CURTIS—On I y 18, at Brantford, Da Curt 
“a r 

a 


BRITISH AMERICA ASSUR ANE 


The Fifty-Sixth 
Meeting. 


IUAL RE 


ANN PORT 


, 1888 


ing of the Stock- 
Fal 


The fifty-sixth annual meet 


holders of th in the Com 
Wedne 
John Morison, 
occupying the chair. Among the gentlemen 
present were IHlenry M. Peilatt, W. J. Mac 
donnell, Thos. Long, J. Y. Reid, G. M. Kinghorn 
of Montreal, Robert Thompson, George H. Smith 
of New York, A. Myers, Dr. 


is Company was he 
offices, Front sday, 


the Governor, Mr. 


pany's street, on 


February 20, 


Robertson, John 


Leys, J. Wardrop, H. D. Gamble, ar 
Downey, Alex. Wills, George P. Hamilton, 
Morison, jun., Wm. Adamson, J. Kk. Niven, 
Alex. Smith, John Hoskin, J. Jackes, J. 
Brooks and R, M. Gilkison. 

The Assistant Secretary, Mr. W. H. Banks, 
read the following :— 

ANNUAL REPORT, 1888, 


The Directors have the honor of submitting | 


the tifty-fifth annual statement, exhibiting the 
financial position of the affairs of the company, 
accompanied by the balance sheet for the year 
ending 3lst December, 1888, duly audited. 

The marine branch shows a very marked im 
provement 


mentioned in last year’s report. 

The following amounts have been written 
off to profit and loss, namely, bills receivable 
amounting to $2,898.26, and from oftice fur- | 
niture account, $494.35. 

Your Directors have pleasure in bearing tes. 
timony to the efficient work done by the Com 
pany’s Agents and Special Agents throughout 

Canada and the United States. The reports 
saeaueae from these gentlemen indicate a de- 
cided improvement in rates and in the quality 


of the business; and it cannot but be gratify- | 


ing to know that with the present general 
revival in trade, together with the thorough 
supervision of the Company’s business, the 
prospects of the coming year lead to the con- 
clusion that it will prove more profitable than 
the past. 
All which is respectfully ete. 
J, Morison, 


Governor. 
STATEM&NT OF ASSKIS AND LIABILITIES FOR THE YEAR ENDING 
DECEMBER 31ST, ISS. 
Assets. 

United States bonds........... $417,400 00 | 
Bank and other dividend paying investments $13,855 86 | 
RN UE Oey cede seceedcsssavacueas 72 
yg  SPTTTET COLTER er eee 47,545 06 
Real eatate....... 60s ccc ceresecccnsceseccess 150,000 00 
Business maps, office furniture, ete $19,774 20 

Less depreciation 194 35 


19,279 85 


Agents’ balances .......... 





21,147,019 10 

Liabilities 
Capital stock. ° an 500,000 00 
Losses under adjustment (fire) bike cede 93,236 11 
Losses under adjustment (marine) 7,606 56 
Dividend No. 89.. 3,293 62 
Dividend No. 90. 17,500 00 
Bala ice 


426,282 82 


$1,147,919 10 | 


Profit and Loss 
Fire losses, paid . 


Fire losses, unsettled. . 





“OS,210 Us 


Marine losses, paid. . 


Marine losses, unsettled... 7,606 55 

eens 75,816 63 
Commissions and all other charges. . 245,355 16 
Government and local taxes 17,404 S1 
Rent account, including taxes. 3.888 41 


Balance 43,785 61 


3936,408 26 
Fire premiums 3812,819 9s 
Less re-iasurance.... .-. 62,876 77 
— $749,943 21 
$88,533 74 


. 12,208 04 


Marine premiums 
Less re-insurance 


86,325 70 | 


Interest. 83,743 22 
Rent account ; 5,928 35 
Profit and loss, increase in inv vestments, ete 60,467 78 


$036,408 26 
a A oF Ane 


Surplus Fund 
$17,500 00 
17,500 00 
626,282 82 


$561 282 82 


$517,497 21 
43,785 61 


Dividend No. 59 
Dividend No. w 
Balance . 


Balance from last statement 
Profit and loss... 
$561,282 82 





Reinsurance Liability j 
Balance at credit of surplus fund..........= 
Reserve to reinsure outstanding risks 


$526,282 82 
391,346 88 


Net eurplus over all liabilities...... a134, 985 4 


To THE GOVERNOR AND DIRECTORS OF THE 
Briti-H AMERICA ASSURANCE COMPANY, 
TORONTO, 

GENTLEMEN,—We, the undersigned, having 
examined the securities and vouchers, 





TORONTO SATU RDAY 


MACDON ALD—On February 19, at Toronto, John Mac- 


On February 19, at West York, John Arnell, 
Catharine 


James | 


resulting from the action of the | 
Board in abandoning the ocean business, as | 


| MR. WALTER PELHAM | 





audited the books of the British America Ag 
surance Company, Toronto, certify that we 
have found them correct, and that the annexed 
1 | balance sheet is a statement of the Company’s 
affairs to 3lst December, 1888. E 


2 R. R. CATHRON, 


Henry M, Pewarr, } Auditors, 


Moved by the Governor, seconded by the 
Deputy Governor, that the report now read be 


adopted and printed for distribution among | 


, | the shareholders, Carried. 


Moved by John Hoskin, seconded by Alex 


| Deputy Governor and Directors of this Com. 
| | pany for their attention to the interests of the 
Company os past year. Carried, 

Moved by John Wardrop, second: d by J. 


| 


Jackes that Messrs. W. J. M icdonnel! and 
| Henry M. Pellatt be appointed ee for 
| taking the ballot for Directors to sery during 


| the ensuing year, and that the poll be ee sed as 


| soon as five minutes shall have ela psed with 
out a vote being taken. Carried. 

The following is the scratineers’ report : 

We, the undersigned serutineers appointed 
at the annual meeting of the British America 
Assurance Company on the 20th of Februar 
l 9, declare the following gentiemen duly 
elected Directors for the ensuing year: Messrs. 
John Morison, John Leys, iLon. Wm. Cayley 
J. Y. Reid, A. Mvers, G. M ®) horn, George 
H,. Smith, Thomas Lo fl Dr. H. Robertson, 

W. J. Maepon it ‘ 
Henry M. Pennart Sta 

The meeting then 

Ata subsequent meeting of the Board M 
John Morison was unanimously re-elected 
Governor and Mr. John Leys D pu Go\ 
por tne ensutny year. 
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‘PUBLIC MEETING 


AT ASSOCIATION HALL 


‘SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 23 


AT § P.M 
George R. Parkin, E-q., M.A., of New 
distinguishe l advocate of [mperial Federa- 
isit Australia on the invitation of the 


SPEAKERS 
Brunswick, the 
tion who is about to 


Leagues there ; General Laurie, M.P., of Nova scotia, and 
| others. 
| Toronto, 14th February, 1559. | 
| F. C. LAW, | 
} A, J. CATTANACH, Hon. Sec’y and Treasurer. 
| 


Pres‘dent of the Toronto Branch 
of the League. 


| 


TORONTO PHILHARMONIC SOCIETY 


F. H. TORRINGTON, Conductor | 
GRAND CONCERT 


'Tharsday Ev'ng, Feb, 26, Pavilion Musie lal | 


Handel's Sublime Oritorio | 
“SAMSON” | 


Miss Hortense Pierse, of New York, soprano; M’lle Adele 
Strauss, of Strasbourg, contralto; Mr. Charles A. Rice, of 


' 


New York, Tenor; Mr. D. M. Babcock, of Boston, bass; 
assisted by Mesers. A. E. Dent and F. W. Warrington, of | 
Toronto. Grand chorus, 300. Grand orchestra, 65. | 
| Reserved seats $1. Admission 50 cents. | 
Plan opens at Messrs. A. & S. Nordheimers’ on Thursday, | 
Feb. 21, Full public rehearsal—Pavilion, Monday evening, | 
Feb 25, at 7.30 Admission 25 cents. No reserved seats. } 
—————————————————— EEE 
rr 1 
ASSOCIATION HALL | 
TWO NIGHTS ONLY 


| 
February 25 and 26 


Special engagement of the distinguished English Humorist, 
Poet and Elocutionist 


In his Laughable, Mimetic, Diverting and Dickena-like 
character entertainment 


Reserved seats at Nordheimers’, 50c. Plan now open. | 


Pavilion, March 4 


POSITIVELY ONLY ONE CONCERT 


Mr. JULES LEVY 


The World’s Greatest Cornet Virtuoso 


without a peer, assisted by the following 
eminent European artists : | 


| SIGNORA STELLA COSTA . 

| The Distinguished European Prima Donna. 
| MISS KATHERINE MACNEIL Contralto | 
SIGNOR TAMBERLIK Tenor 
SIGNOR MAINA Bass | 











Absolutely 


Soprano 


Conductor | 


Admission 50c, | 


HERR MAX MOZART 
oan Seats a and 1, 











seas Shay (pera House 
Monday, F February 25 | 
| Tuesday, Wty an Saturday | 


Important engagement of the distinguished emotional and 
tragic actress 


Miss Ada Gray 


Supported by a superb company of artists in the entirely 

new version, adapted from Mrs. Wood's famous story, in 

five acts, by Miss Gray, and pestooned by her over 3,000 
times in Canada and the United States, entitled 


EAST LYNNE 


Or, THE ELOPEMENT 


An Evening of alternate Laughter and Tears 
A Rain of Comedy and Pathes 


Next Week—Reilly & Wood's Specialty Co. 








| Smith, that the thanks of the Shareholders are | 
David | | due ane iare hereby tendered to the Gove srnor, 
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5 TAY & 
: The most important and beautiful invention in the ae 
"Music al World of the Nine Leenth Century. 
‘ THE VOCALION | 
> - = i WILL BI GUND 
; tt ie iN VAT, aie 
h FoR 
i CHURCHES, CHANCELS, 
H VESTRIES, 
i a | ms ‘ mv ' 
, @ | Musical Assemblies, 
. Fy : <4) AaATIT TAT a 7 
ee é CONVENTIONS, LODGES, 
2.4} Profe sional and Amateur 
. rs Organists. 


Height, 6 feet 





i. 32 inches Width, 7 


Th is Manufacturee and Guaran- 
S.R. WARREN & SON, 
ent Organ Builders. 


fast the emit 


LESH VOCALION 


Is undistinguishable in tone from 
It is the oniy substitu 
It costs ONE- 
It i 
It requires little or no tuning 


a richly-voiced Pipe Organ. 


te for a Pipe Organ. 


HALF the Price of a Pipe Organ. 
s played like a Pipe Organ. 


It occupies but one-te nth to one-fifth the space ofa Pipe Organ. 


It is moveable witho 


Deseriptive Catalogues and Price 


ORDERS WILL BE FILLED IN T 








SOLD ONLY 


Or their Representatives. 


9 ry . = ear a 


— ‘ . aaa, a 


“MASON & RISCH, 


32 AIG STREET WEST, TORONTO, 


ut being taken to pieces. 


ists Promptly Mailed on Application, 
HE ORDER OF THEIR RECEPTION 













GRAND MILITARY CONCERT 


BY THE BANDS OF THI 


XIII. Battalion, of Hamilton. 


AND THE 


Queen's Own Rifles 


OF CANADA, ASSISTED BY 


MISS BARNES, OF BUFFALO) 


Under the distinguished patronage of 


His Henor the Licat.-Governor of Ontario 


His Worship the Mayor and Mrs. Clarke, Lieut.-Col. W. 

D. Otter, D.A.G., and Staff, Lieut.-Col. the Hon. J. M 

Gibson and Officers of 13th Battalion, and the Officer Com- 
manding and Officers of Queen's Own Rifles of Canada 


HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 


Thursday Evening, Feb. 28 


Reserved seats 0c, Admission 25c, 
Tickets will be exchanged at Nordheimer's, where seats 
may be reserved Gn or alter Monday, February 25. Plan 
opens at 10a.m. Checks issued at 8 a.m. 
Doers open at 7.30 p.m.; eommenoes at 8 p.m. 


—= 


‘Canadian Order of Foresters 








GRAND ANNUAL CONCERT 


| IN THE 


Pavilion, Horticultural Gardens 


‘Thursday Evening, March 7 


| The following Artists will appear 


MISS MAUD MORGAN, of New York 
.. The Queen of the Harp 
: Mezzo Soprano 


MLLE. ADELE STRAUSS 
Late of Strasbourg, Germany. 


DOM, FA sons anc ins s ccnnnensecnaa et Contralto 
MASTER GEO. FOX.......... The Great Boy Violinist 
MR. S. E. WALT, of Boston ..............seeebeees Tenor 
MR. HL. CLARKE ps counesgeens cov ek eR eee Cornet 
MK. ED. W. SCHUCH.............. .. Basso 
me © PAX ..cicss Comic 





PROF. D. J. O'BRIEN .........- 
THE MAYOR, E. F. CLARKE, Esq., M.PP., in the Chair 
RESERVED TICKETS, Sec, 

Plan opens at Nordheimer’s, Thureday, Feb. 28, at 10 a.m, 
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Coming Entertainments. 


an English character 


Walter Pelhain, 


will 


Mr. 
and facial appear at 
Ha!}], February 25 and 26. Mr. 
well recommended by the press wherever he 


actor, Association 


Pelham comes 


has appeared. 

At the Toronto Opera House next week the 
attraction will be Ada Gray in East Lynne. 
Both star and play are well known here. 


company is said to be a strong one. 


Che 


—-—— Oe 


How to Obtain Sunbeams. 


Every one should have them. Have what? 
Stanton’s Sunbeam Photographs $1 per dozen. 
Studio southwest corner Yonge and Adelaide | 
streets. 


——_—_ > — ~ | 


Every day demonstrates the great popularity | 
of Thomas’ English Chop House and Ladies’ 
Cafe. Under the management of Keachie & | 
Co. it has become the high class supper room ! 
for theater parties, and by far the most popular 
dining-room for ladies. Indeed it is the only 
restaurant noticeably patronized by the fair sex, | 


—_—_—____ oe ---- -— 


There are undoubtedly amongst those who 
can afford to dress well, and whose social | 
position makes it a duty to do so,a few who 
would as lief wear cheap, ill-fitting and unfash- 
ionable garments, as those which are elegant, 
well fitting and in good style. The fact is that 
deep down in every masculine heart there is a 
fondness for dress, but man likes dress | 
naturally. He cannot help it. It is seldom 
indeed that any man orders a suit of clothes, or 
even a single garment, without carefully 
selecting the material and giving special 
instructions about what he conceives to be 
style. The commencement of each season is 
therefore of much interest to all men who have 
the means to buy fashionable garments. The | 
Fashionable West End Tailor has much pleasure 
in intimating to his friends and the public 
generally, that he has just received his impor- 
tation of woolens for spring and summer wear, | 
and would inviteinspection. Henry A. Taylor, 
No. 1 Rossin House Block. 


SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Fancy- | 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete. 


W. C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 


A New Discovery.—a sin 
ple, ur ind effective 


suffering from headache will fin 
Hoffman's Powders a per- 
fect Headache Specific, They 
re easy t t e, Almost iW 
stant relief, cone *%pg no of 
ae 
ind certain 


romicd 
ire prompt 

t raction and do not disarrar 
the stomach, nauseate, Or Cause 
y after effects They are 
oot prepared, recomme I 
ulvertised for a wide range o 
ply adaches 
honest medicine for which only honest, 

straightforward statements are made, 

persistent study and ex- 


t dis- 


rders, but sin for he 


Thev are the result of 
perimenting by 


publie in present form were tested 


fered to the 


in the most severe cases, and submitted to the | 
| stomach will impart a better relish for break fast. 


highest professional and medical authority, en- 


jorsed and pronounced perfectly harmless 


Thousands now attest to their virtue, and none | 


need sutter from Headaches if they will use Hoff- 
man’s Powders. A trial will convince, 


Bee that you get the genuine Hoffrnan's Harmless Headache Powders. 
be “just as good,” 


you, on receipt of 25 cents we will mail you package containing six powders postage free. 


THE HOFFMAN DRUG CO., INTERNATIONAL BRIDGE, ONTARIO. 


and do not be induced to take something said to 


_COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS | 


| Is where you get your Dinners, Evening Parties, Lunches, | 


| guaranteed to fit.! 


They are an | \ 


an expert chemist, and before | 
| One Powder taken immediately on arising wilt 


TORONTO SATU 


RDAY NIGH. 


CASH DISCOUNT OF TEN PER CENT. 


ONLY A SHORT. TIME LONGER 


We see the daylight as the stock daily lessens, and once 


YOU (OUR FRIENDS) --are helping us out. 
You tell us that this is not gratitude. Yes, it is, 


arrived at the point we are heading for---the discount stops. 
good friends---the world’s gratitude. 


|MEANWHILE, DRESS GOODS AT A PRICE, Cash Price, Half-Price, Any Price, Every Price 


STOVE L & CO. 


LADIES’ TAILORS 


A VERY ATTRACTIVE ASSORTMENT | 


OF 


HIGH CLASS SHEFFIELD COTLERY 


Forks, Spoons, Salad Bowls, Fancy | 
Cruets, Marble Clocks, Hand- 
some Vases, Figures, &c. 


AT 
WHOLESALE PRICES! 


AT 


Lydon's Sheffield Warehouse 


32 York Street, Toronto 
HARRY WEBB’S 


CATERING ESTABLISHMENT 


447 Yonge Street 


Janquets and Wedding Breakfasts supplied, no matter 


where you live. Send for estimates 


Wedding Cakes Our Specialty 


styles every week. 


‘Man’ i br es 
Men's Overcoats MENDELS 


; Should certainly call. 


OAK HALL, 


en 


Sick Headache js terrible and 

be properly described 

who is ibject to it lhe 

splitting pains, the rioting 

sea, the heavyaching 

) mmediately relieved by 
Hoffman's Powders. 


Headache, nervous or from 
fatigue of the body or mind, 
von yields to the thing prin 
ciples of Hoffman's Powders. 
Headache from over-eat ing, 
an entirely and quickly di 
p i by takin Hottman’s 
Powders, Keep the Powder 
you—they are neatly put up in portable form: 


Aleoholic Headache.—‘his is a species ot 
headache usually appearing in the morning and 
is generally encouraged and produced by the sur- 
roundings and associations of the night before, 


} 


gy one ot 


salways 


correct the trouble, and as a slight tonic for the 


Headache from Tobacco is a dull, heavy, 


nauseating and disgusting feeling that will quickly 


| disappear on taking one of Hoffman’s Powders. 


Insist in having them 
if your druggist cannot supply 


SERVANTS’ LIVERIES. 49 


Geo. EE. TROREY 


and the Ten Per Cent. Off for Cash 


FINE BLACK SILKS AT $l—and ten per cent. off—when they sold at $1.35 they were bargains. 

“ re ee AND WHITE SATINS FOR EVENING WEAR—Some marked as low as 20c., a yard, others a little higher—all subject te- 

1é€ discount, 

LENGTHS OF COLORED MERVEILLEUX AND OTHER SATINS— Were $1 and $1.25—now 50c. yard. lese is 
CHECKED AND STRIPED TWEEDS AT 12sec. A YARD—Reduced from a. 25e., S00 Fe ee 
HANDSOME TWEED SUITINGS AT 18c., less discount ; 252. was the price a month ago. 
FANCY STRIPED FLANNELS—15q, and ten per cent. off— were 30c. 
TABLE CLOTHS, TABLE NAPKINS, SIDEBOARDS COVERS, ete., equally low. 


URE 


R. WALKER & SONS, King Street East 


FURNIT 


FINE AND MEDIUM 


| 
| Inspect my well-assorted stock before purchasing elsewhere. 
| 


PRICES LOW. ONLY ONE PRICE 
UPHOLSTERING TO ORDER 


Having a first-class staff of men | am enabled to give full satisfaction: 


at very reasonable prices. 
Come and see my new importations. SHOWING A PLEASURE. 


6 Yonge Street i It PIEPER Opposite Carlton St. 


' 


P. Jamieson, the Clothier, is the! === = —- 
only merchant in Toronto making a 
specialty of Servants’ Liveries. Our 
oe show nearly every style of 
ivery worn in Europe and America. | 
The garments are made in the best 
styles of the best material and are | 


Jamieson’s prices are always right. | 
Correspondence from those living | 
out of the city promptly attended to. | 


Notice our illustrations. Different 


P. JAMIESON, ne 
THE CLOTHIER aw yi | , 
IN SWEETNESS 

IN DURABILITY 

RONTO TEMPLE or MUSIC, 


J.o.POWLEY & CO. 
68 KING ST. WEST. 


SOHN PIANO CO’Y. 


HIGH-CLASS PIANOS 


Cor. Yonge & Queen Sts. 
COLOSSAL 


SALE OF CLOTHING 


*Now in Full Blast 


SOLE AGENCY. 


TO 
| 





Boys’ Overcoats 


NOBBY AND NEAT 


Equal in every respect to the finest custom work. Sellin 
during the sale at net wholesale figures. Those in n 


oO} 


ba 


115 to 121 King Street East, 
TORONTO. 


of Finish 
‘euoy, JO Aqrang 
puv sseuceul,y ‘qonoy, 


weEqgg3sdmAg pus. fee 





AMERICAN ORGANS 


Second-hand Pianos and Organs on Small Weekly or Monthly Payments. 


91 AND 93 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


Construction and Beaut 


Unequalled in Blegance 


CANADIAN 


PIANOS. 


AMERICAN 


In GOLD, SILVER and FILLED CASE | 
at Rock Bottom Prices 





Manufacturing Jeweler | 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto coor | 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Wate PIANOKORTES 


Cv TAZA 


Tuesday, Feb. 26: 


AND 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


' . The oldest and most 
EVERY TUESDAY THEREAFTER ‘reliable Piano Manu- 
a |facturers in the Do- 


MARCH and APRIL | minicn. 


WILL RUN | 
Settlers’ Trains 
Through without change to | 


| MANITOBA 
| NORTH - WEST TERRITORIES 


AND 


BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Leaving Toronto Union Depot at 9.00 p.m. 
¥ No custome. No transferr. No delays. Full particu 
lars from any agent of the company. 


Our written guaran- 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano. 


| Theirthirty-six years’ 
| record the best guar- 
| antee of the excellence 
of their instruments. 


| 
Warerooms, 


Illustrated Oatalogue 
free on application 


117 King Street W., Toronto. 





